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of te SONGS. vii 
I V. 


1 
F Ain is ev” ry fond ada — 14 
I F ainly now ye firivve to charm me —— 9 
F W. 
AFT me, „ Winds,ubere Wendbines 
9 — — veel | 8 
oe Kings People permitted to 
What ir't to us, who guides the State A 4. 


What means within my 
What Med cine can 


12 Belinga's Face — 


4 | * 


ernennen ere 


F 


Low fag, at — 


3 4 _—_ 
i F 


(2) 


— - „ * 


l 


- When aloge with your Lady, ae 
44. a 
+ " Yeu all the Vows that to Jenny * 
He. Heart d from 
| =. yes ey, wp Hu tr 
os 1 Maid Bl for me 5 


From a 


ſhall be | 
We'll | 
: 2 21. 25 14 ? 


She. For all I could ſay, when arri d at the Wood, 
8 Who knows your Deſign? yen may dare to be 
7 1 farewel, and confeſs I'm afraid, 
be IAE | 
He. His Dictates you wiſely at once ſhould:approve, 
For pray what is L1ye? it is Pain without Love; | 4 
Think how Youth, like the Roſe, tho” ungather'd | 
fade . TOE TBE 4 
Gl Language as artful poor [ AL | 
+ _ undone ; ; 7 "of 
rea 4 
He. Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the ind, _ 
I he true as the Tuz7TLE, as fondand} 2 
Win lead you to Pleaſure untaſtad before, © ö; 
| And make you a Brivs, can a Mortal domore? | 
Th She. Tn ot ence IB cy, NG | 


Tomorrow to Church with my 
To the Wood next, tho” Curio mlk's 


I | 44a With Joy ens Jong adieu to all 


— Ye m 


© > 
DUETT. 
Ye to the Woods never venture to ga, 


Þ> $0 wW 


fill, | 

You muſt the ſoft then 

You — Chain, they'll go j- 
SONG II. 


—ꝛ and 
He's ever d and froli 
Voice is as as the ” 


And a 
2.2L 


this be to flatter, dis 


at 
— my 
” If 


And a benny, te. 
Around the tall May-Pole he dances fo neat, 
1 
He's at, he's 's wile, and 
His Looks are fo kind, and his Liſſes fo ſweet: 
| Hind a benny, ttc. 
At Eve when the Sun ſeeks Nepoſe in the Weſt, | 
And May's tancful Choirefts all frim to their Net; 
* When I meet on the Green the dear Boy I zovz beſt, | 
My Heart is juſt ready to burſt from my Breaſt: | 
N | n 


(6 


O! Dauon, Davos, be 


The imil'd —— 
She figh'd, the ſigh' d, 
She Ag. and all was buſh"d. 
- SONG V. 


N all the Sex ſome Charms I find, 


Then Curt threw another Snare, 
And caught me in the curling Hair 
little tempting 84 L L Y, } 
Of little, &c. | 


By turus the Prize of Ba ou and Farr, 
But never more will ſettle, 


nach as Many Tons grieves, 


(7) 


SONG VI. 


om loves Man yr well, 
And Mau x ſhe loves HARRY; 
But Hazny for bonny BZT Li, 
And finds his miſcarry ; 
For bonny BI x. for Tr 0M a $ burns, 
_ Whilt Max x flights his Paſſion : 
So firangely freakiſh are the Turns 
Of human Inclination. 


Mott Hart a Wreath of Flow's:, 
Which in amorous Folly, 

Conſign'd to BI L I, and in few Hours 
It came again to MorLty. 

Thus all by Turns are woo'd and woo, 
No 'Turtles can be truer ; 

Each loves the Object they purſue, 
But hates the kind Puſuer. 


Proud Har deſpiſes Maar; 
And all the Flouts, which Bs 1 1 receives 

From Tou, ſhe vents en HARA x. 5 

If One of all the Four has frown d, 
You ne er {aw People grununer ; 

If One has ſmil d, it catches round, 


And all ace in good Humour. 


N Lovers, 21 this Roms learn, 
hroughout the B, iti Natioa, 
Hou much tis every One's Concern 
To (mile at Reformation: 
And ſtill through Life this Rule purſue, 
Whatever Objects ſtrike ye, 
Be kind to them that fancy you, 
That thoſe, you love may like ou. 


B 4 


1 
B 
L 
B 
N 
F 
11 
B 
1 
F 
A 
d 
( 
4 


That tho ſhe deceive, I may ſtill think her true ; 
| „ That abe, te. 


Folly, ill Nature, nor Vanity led, 
indebted to Paint, — Nor indebted to Paint, 
For White or for Red, — For White or for Rid. 


29388 cuter: 5; the 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to 


> 


Prudes I deſpiſe, fee. 
May her Humour the Taſte of the it, 
Not wiſe, nor too pert with her Wu. 
Go findFout the Maid, that is form'd on my Plan, 
And I'll Lovs her for erer, —4ad TAI love her for 


| ever, 
— I mean, if Lean. — — 7 mean, if Teas. 
| SONG IX. e 
Tr 

the Breakfaft keeps away: 
How ſhould empty Tea Cupe warm me 


Nrrr, bring the „ pray. 
$ 


(10, 

Go, ye butter'd Cakes, go leave me ; 
Take the Rowls ; 

Softer T s Muffins give me; - 

Don't you think fo, Mrs. Bowes? 


SONG xX. 
＋——u—ͤ— 2 


While thus we ſit round on the Graſs. 

The Lovzx who talks of his Suff rings and Smart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Ass, an Ass, 
Deer ver to be reckon'd an Ass. 


The Wretch who fits his ill-gotten Pelf, 
een. 


Whate er the C eon may think of himſelk, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Afs, Cc. 


The Bzav, who ſo ſmart with his well powder d 


Hair, 
An Angel beholds in his Glaſs ; 
And thinks with Grimace to ſubdue all the Fair, 
Deferves to be reckon'd an Ass, Ec. 


s 
Of the Wealth to 


And oft while he's wandring, Lady at Home, 
Claps the Horns of an Ox on an Ass, Se. 


The Lawrz fo grave when he in his Plea, 
Wick Forehead ett fromed winl Brafs; | 


- Tho” he talk to no „ ke pockets your Fee, 
There you, my good Friend, are the Ass, Cr. 


The formal Pry 5:ctan, who knows ev'ry Ill, 
Shall laſt be d in this Claſs ; . 

The fick Man a while may confide in his Skill, | 
But Death proves the Doctor an Ass, &c. 


eee 2% uy wr a 


; 


-- 


.* 
d 


611 


Then let us Companions, be jovial and gay, 

By turns take the Bottle and Lafs ; 

For he who his — guſd 0X EH ap: 
Deſerves to be reckon' Ass, an Ass: 
Deſeraes to be reckon'd an Ass. 


SONG XI. 
Wo firſt by fond Damon, Fraveiia 


her Air and her Mein, 

— of her Mind he alene did commend, 
Not warm as a Lover, but cool as a FRED; 
From Friendſhip, not Paſſion, his Raptures did move, 
And be booted bis . ts Love, 


New Charms he diſcover d, as more ſhe was 


ev ry 
Sell, till 3 Friennsutr he (hove, 
ns * area Omen, ard ſhew'd it was 


And wanders a Example to prove, 
IM 


» compar, can ne'hs Offence, 

— Bniſes, _—_—— . 

rinkles, nor Age can allay, 
ppp rye 3 

Sr 


(123 
SONG XI. a 
| 2. a Shepherd, ye Nymphs, paſs 
4 with Myrtle, and all the gay Verdure of 


1 1 Shepherd, oh! bring him once more to 


From his Lucy in ſearch of new Pleaſures he flies. 
All Day have I travell'd and toil'd o'er the Plains, 
In purſuit of a Rebel, that's ſcarce worth my Pains, 
Fr purſuit of a Rebel, thats ſcarce worth my Pains. 


Take Care, Maids, take Care, when he flatters and 
ſwears, 


—— —- or believe your own 


Like the Roſe bud in u, ev'ry Hand they'll invite, 
But wound the ku Heat, 4 


2 whoe'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 
She will find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth 


her Pains, 

She will find him a Conqueſt, &c. 
Three Months at my Feet did he ih and 

Fer he eyed nay _ 
Lern, Torn, were the 


Qaathefung, 
_ And he ſwore that his Heart was a-kin to his 
Too forn 1 deliev'd and reply'd to his Strains, 


erer wwp main IH 


Bl 
A 
L 
L 
A 
T 


" 4dr tell me I'm handſome, I know not how 
true, 

And eaſy, and » and humour'd 

ws > NG 


dice like the Nightingale's ſweetly in 


%% WW 0 @..# 


- 2 


* 


For Charms ſuch as theſe, then your Praiſes 

To ov me for Life you muſt Lovs me flall mare, 

" Af ioves me, auf Love me fill more. | 
y, 3 Then talk not to me of a Shape or an Air, 

For Cur oz the Wanton can rival me there ; 


>. ; 


(14) 
"Tis Virtue alone that makes Peanty look gay, 
And brightens good Humour, as Sunſhine the Day: 
For that if you trove me, your Flame may be © 
And I in my Turn may be taught to. Love too. 
May be taught, may be taught to Loves too. 


SONG XIV: 
- 4 fay at your Feet that T wept in Deſpair, 


Ard vow'd that no Angel was ever fo fair 3 
How could you believe all the Nonſenſe I ſpoke ? 
What know we of Angels? — I MANT iT 18 Joc 


T next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to Loves, | 
And nothing but Death ſhould my Paſſion remove ; 


F have li d you a Twelve month, a Calendar Year, | 
And not yet contented have Conſcience, my Dear. 


SONG XV. 


AIN is ev'ry fond Endeavour, 
To reſiſt the tender Dart; 

For Examples move us never, 

We muſt feel to know the Smart. 


When the Shepherd ſwears he's dy ing, 
And our Beauties ſets to View ; 


SONG 


—— 9 1 


(15) 
SONG XVI. 
M like the whoſe learned Eye 
L cranes mon the Flow'rs to ſpy, 
Pride of Youth, 2 Butterfly, 
And caught the beauteous Prize. 


The Maid, whoſe Squirrel breaks his Chain, 
Fs From Sighs and Tears cannot refrain ; 
» But if the Wanton come 
| he ib ond Jags ae. 
The Miſer, that a Guinea more 
i Diſcovers added to his Store, 
e F With Tranſport finds his Heart run o'er 3 


ar, My Joys are full as great. 
SONG XVII. 
H“ Scene of gay Delight? 
0 


Warm my Brea't and footh my Cue; 
vs will e'er aſſert his Right; 
Then let Lovers ne'er deſrair. 
ing me Lilies, bring me Roſes, 
* Myrtle Wreaths and blooming Pckes ; 


me Lilies, bring me Roſes, 
Wreaths and blooming Pokes: 


| 


What Cure can be met with to footh the fond |} 


HAT Med'cine can foften the Boſom's 
keen ſmart? . 
What Lethe can baniſh the Pain? 


to forger 


In hopes 
The 
When 


=o - , 
"Twas here firſt my 4 


_ When to the 
In 


Accents fo pi 


gh Ms 


clear 


with a 


was here. 


A 


He. ROM Flow'r to Flow'r, his Joy to change, 
$ Flies wanton Bee; 1 
rom Fair to Fair thus will I range, 

' And Tu be ever free. 


She. Yon little Birds attentive view, 
That hop from Tree to Tree ; 


Till from the Rock burſts forth the Roſe, 
You'll find me blith and free. | 
n | tb. Then let's divide to Eaft and Weſt, 
Since we ſhall ne'er agree; 
A And who's the longeſt free. 


(18) 


SONG XxX. 


Sir, be advis'd by a Friend, 
or take a Wife to your Bed ; 


SONG XXIV. | 
DAMON, PASTORA, LAURA. 
HREE Goppssszs ſtanding to- F 


gether, 
us puzzled young Paxis one Day; 
Can | judge the Value of either, t, 
Wie hard deve fo ognnd © Sway ? 
Paſlora. Conſider my Wit and Condition, 
Conſider my Perſon likewite ; 
I never was us'd to petition, 
But prithee make uſe of your Eyes. 
Laura. No Merit | plead but my Paſſion, 
"Twere needleſs to mention your Vow; | 
Reflect with a little Compathon, i 
WE. - Damen, | 


Damon. 


 Paftora. 


TR Oe Pinkng he Go oh, | 


(19) 


Some Genus direct me, or Da non, | 
Or elſe I may chance to chooſe wrong 


. Yeu're Part of the Goods of Partz=mon, 


- (to Paſt. } 
I give you to whom you belong. 


F know that my Perſon is charming, 
Beyond what a Clown can diſcover ; 

That Dowdy your Senſes alarming, 
Proves what a dull Thing is a Loves. 


Wa. > 4 K 
our fumple Damon, I pity ; 
Your Wit who would wiſh to inherit? 


Perhaps you may think you me, 
And —_— — ———— 


The Loſs of one Lovzx can't vex me, 
My Charms will procure me another.. . 

I ne'er was more pleas d, I aſſure you; . 

a n 
with muc your Fury, 
My Rage into Fieces could tear 'em. 

nner 
here Poplars kretching Oer 

. the cool Tide; 

And while the clear River runs purling 


along, 
Tho Sia. ad ts Linn dt 
their Song. 


Lawra, While you are but by me, no Danger L fear, 


Ye Lambs reſt in Safety, my Damon is near; 
222 ye blith Kids, wow your Game 


e. kind, and my Heart 
is at Eaſe, 
Danny, 


. * 1 = 
: oy 
= - 4 
= * a 
*Y 4a * 
1 N * 
E bad * 
. . 
o 4 
E by 


(20) 
Damon. Ye Virgins of Britain, bright Rivals of 
ane Them 


„of each Lay; 
Ne'er yiew ts the e till he make 


1 
ny. IE will take you for 


Laura. ung . 
EE not to add to their 


— — lend, 
r 


Both. — and Faith be our Virgin 
renown'sd ; | 

Nor falſe to his Vows er 8 

be found ; | 


what 
— they gain d 


SONG MV. 


Eauteous Maid, reward my Paſſion, 
5 L. my ſond Defire; 
Che. to yield is not the 

2 —— 

edious Courtſhip damps damps all Pleaſure, 
8 this melting Kiſs, I fwear ; 
$he. Now you're rude beyond all Menhire, 

Kiſs again, Sir— — {f you dare. 
He. Where you Bank the Willows cover, 

| We will fun the Heat of Day: 


a * 


_ 
* 


3 


110 
＋ 


kiſs, 
not 


LOVE t© 


But do 


and | F 
in'd | 


11 
E 15 1185 18 
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—— F 1 1 


2 35 


be 1 


(26) 
Seif. love with hand to perſuade, 
Thee ay Love was — and his FxienDsme 


But wak'd from this Dream, "is with Anguith 1 


find, 
Words and Looks were but civil, which once T | 
thought kind ; 
Its Colour no longer falſe Fancy will lend, 
To form the fond Loves, or image the Fun; 


But be till, of drone oy pho 
Tu drive this Termentor, this Love from mp 


Breait ; 
gay Bauble my Fancy has made, 


. 
* 
1 


V 


Tu break the 
And puniſh the Heart which Self-love has betray'd. 
SON G XXXII. 
Morn, e er ſweet Peggy aroſe from her Bed, | 
I ſtole to the Chamber where lay the fweet || 
Maid; 
+ #4 ee 
my play'd a Tune that went pitty, patty. 
ſhe O! how great was my Bliſs, 
When on ee Lips er 
The Sight of her Boſom, fo fill'd me with Glee, 
Heart play'd a Tune that went pitty, patty. 
Grown bold with Succeſs, I ventur d to take 
A ſecond Salute, and fweet Peggy did wake; 
* Surpriz'd at my Preſence, ſhe bluſh'd and cry d fie, 
Tho” her Heart play'd a Tune that went pity, 
bur. 
SONG MN. 

HE Wones all tell me I'm falſe ta 


That I quit my poor Cures, and Rick 
my Gras ; — = 


And 
That 
But 


* f 15 


9 Liquor divine, 


But 

Did der fee a Frown in a Bumper of Wine? 
Her Lilies and Roſes were juſt in their Prime, 
Yet Lilies and Roſes are d by Time ; 


But in Wine, from its Age, 


a Benefit flows, 


That we like it the better, the older it grows. | 


ep Gut t'other Leg, when there's one in the 
rave. | | 
C 8 Perhaps 


2 


| E Medley of Mortals that make up this Throng, | 
Y ome 


| new, 
And what is 


Wile, 
. all Day, what ſeem 
Ne 


3 
. 


© © _ | 
Perhaps like her Sex, ever falſe to their Word, 
She has leſt me to get an Effate, or a Loans: 


But my Bumper ing nor Title nor Pelf) 
Will Lend by me, can't fland by my ſelf. | 
Then let my dear Cxtos no complain; 1 
She's rid of her Lover, and 1 Pain ; { 
For in Wine, mighty Wine, many Comforts I ſpy; N 
Should you doubt what I fay, take a Bumper and try. | 

SONG XXXV. 


your Wit for a Moment, and bft i 
What you would noe expett here, my Wit ſhall be 


more ſtrange, ev'ry Word ſhall be true. 
Sing Taxtararare, Truth all, Truth all, 
Sing Tantarara, Truth all. 
Not a Toy in the Place you'll buy cheaper than mine: 
Bring your Laſer to me,and you'ifave all your Coins 


 Forif they will hear me, their Toxgne: muſt lie ſtill. 


Sing Tantarara, mute all. 
Tho” our Revels are fcorn'd by the Grave and the 


Each Mortal's &uiz'd, and the World is a Bail. | 
Sing Tantarare, Maſt: all. 

The Pa hrimful of Ofcber and Grace 
With a Taper Pipe, and a round ruddy Face; 
hen is | 


Will rail at our is dark, 
Thie Doftor's e d and led home by the Clerk. 
Sing Tantarars, —_— 


* 


* hk dd 


2 


The Courtiers and Patriots 


* — rr 


With a Maſt of Wiidom, fay 


Sing Tantarara, Maſs all. 


other fine Things. 
of their Wing: ; 


ir Country, and 


drop off, if you ſhake but their 


With an out-fide of Virtue, MifsSqueamyS the Prade, 
IF you touch her, ſhe ſaints; if you ſpeak, you ae 


Ard when mellow, the's pluck'd by the Coachmen 


Sing Tantarars, Maſt: all. 
and Law, 
In your Caſe there's no Fear, in your there's 
no Flaw ; | 
e eee they look 
Then you find you have trafied—e full-bettom'd | 
| ine Taxtarare, Maſes 
3 Thus 


cheat yourkelves—and the Devi cheat you. 
Sing Tantarara, San Maſs «/!;. 
Sing Tantarara, Maſs all. 
SONG XXXVI. 
HO” Czios's out of F 


(39 


t ; SONG XXXVIL y 


_ Te the two Britiſh Busszs, which ſent the Cargo of 
ll; , pickled Herrings to London. 
ll. 1 


E Buſfſes, hail, which to us ſend 
The Ocean's nobleſt Treaſure! 


(34) 


SONG X. 


„1 
IT muſt have a 


3s this Flow 'r to her Sun... 


SONG XLII. 
H A T Numbers ſhall the Muſe repeat? 


On her ten thouſand Graces wait, 


Each Nymph 
That Ant kindle: new Delwe, 


I maſt have a Chaplet for feveet William's Hair. 


What Verſe be found to praiſe my Appz? 


| ſport and play before her ; 


when ſhe no more is ſeen, 


With Smile the Loverty Maid 
Alas! Lovs 2 — 
is deſtin'd Breaſt, can ne er relieve ye. 


Tg amen came with Curm' Art, 


And leave to Danon, his own Annis. 


SONG XLIHL 
|; rr. how can it torment ? 


SONG XLV. 
Nymphs and Swains, that ſweetly play, 
On Twzep's fam'd Banks, -+—— / - 
Ah! fay what Spot detains 
My Pzccr,*fince the left, theſe Plains? 
Say, in what Bow 
Soft 
For 
And 
Alas ! 
Where once we 
Not 
Not half fings ; 
- 
And Aralz's Clouds mall ſmile as gay, 
As all 
Yet 
If 


OT, Cat, that I juſter am, 


(3F) 


SONG XLVI. 


x 


from Fair I'm forc'd away, 
N i nnn. 
the Grove, 


2 med ſweetly kind. 


{5 


r 


4 


5 Rr 
: 
i 


2 


SONG C. | 
= ſweet Gos of Lovs ! who fil 
My Breaſt with ſoſt Defize ; 

For when I view lan | 


(429) 

Where ſhall I Eaſe, or Comfort find, 

Oh! how relieve my Care? 

What can preſerve my tortur'd Mind, 

From finking in Deſpair ? 

Thon canſt, Rztircron ! whoſe brig ht Beams 
O'er my benighted Soul 

A ſmiling Ray of Comfort gleams, 
And all my Fears controul. 


From Earth my ay domed Wiles foar, 

And bright purſue ; 
The Worn FALSE JoYs can pleaſe no more, 
When Hzav'nily are in View. 


The Frowns of partial + 
Not Poverty, but Viee. 


SONG LIE 


* panes ne on _— 


Jors th — 


| $0 to the — 1 hm. 
— the Gazers yield ; 

But Paras to this Fan's Diſguiſe 

Transforms her Guardian Shield ; 


> hs Grmgatien Grands the Une, 


Face 
Too e thy i Beauty, een. 
In one unclouded Blaze ! 


SONG 


To Emilia, notige ner Fay ron mes Fac? 


- — — * 
— 


hi. 


| PF Fravia, in thy faultleſs Form, 


- 
DA 6 


(43) 


SONG LII. 


All that is nzav'wLY fair we find; 
ev'ry Grace conſpires to charm, 
And ſpeaks the Beauties of thy Mind : 
Why ſhould'f thou wonder, Lovely Maid, 
At the foft Paſſions you infpire ? 


Why thoſe to nn Lovs 'd, 
| Or theſe FaranpDsar?'s Fire? 


Heedleſs, ing Eyes enſlave, 
Ne: hes the ins Deaths they: dart: 
Noughe can the wretched Gazer fave, 


Or reſcue his devoted Heart. 


But, ah ! to win the Soul, is more; 
And Fzrznpsnry's noble Fires impart, 


The Work of ſome diviner Pow'r, 
While Rzazson wings th' unerring Dart. 


ſhall ceaſe to wound, 
ing Charms embrace ;. 


| When in thy Looks no Trace is found, 


Of what the LovetLy Fravia was: 
The laſting Beauties of thy Mind, 

The Muſe in Strains ſhall ; 
In thy fair Soul, new Charms ſhall find, 


© raiſe her Voice, and her Wi 
n SONG. 


- 


( 44 ) 


SONG LIV. 
h EVENING. 
FF 
2, wh eas Gas, my : 

Purſue the laſt faint Streaks of Light! 
Ah me the ſtill, the filent Gloom, ] 


Adds Farce to my Deſpair ! | 
With new Diſqui fills my Sour, . 


And wakens ev'ry Terror there, 
on's Hour; 


Ti now 


deep Contemplation 
The Sour on Eagle's Wings may riſe, 
2 —— 


And, ſoaring, pierce beyond the Skies. 
Ah ! by what heavy .confin'd;. - 

Ther nk my eee | to Earth? 
ne 


CONTENTMENT. 


H. true Court ſecure from Harms, 
What's all the World without thy Charms? 
Which ftill allure to Reſt; | 


85 


= 


i1 


j 


1 
4 


To thee, oh Hzzv'n! to fly. 


SONG LVL 


Lovers of 


the King's 


near, 
foremoſt 


draw 


And you, 


* 


Leg 


appear ; 
2 


(46) 
Let Coors too, and Marrus ws attend at my Call, 
And pancs to my Tune, while I of a Ball. ; 
down, &C. 
Wich Coaches and Chariots in neateſt Array, 
The N of the County, all frolick and gay, 


To this reſorted, from far and from near; 
The Town was St. PzTzn's, and Hzarrond the 
Shire. 


Derry down, &. 


———_— 


Giplay'd (ber vain}; Luxurianee of Clan, þ 
And diſplay' in vain) a i 

"__ Derry down, &. 
In vain the ſhrill Fiddles admoniſh'd the Fair, 

To pair themſelves quick, and for dancixc 
So great was the Tumult, ſcarce heard was the Sound, 
ads > wt. each fair Maiden was 


Derry down, &c. 


The Cauſe of this Tumult, it ſoon will appear, 
Too juſtly demanded a Sigh and a Tear; 

For, alas! SuiyTonx's PRoPuECY here came about, 
And Youths were found wanting to take 'em all out, 
Derry down, Ac. 


a 


R BH HOPS 


ot theſe Follies quite fick, to Vans. Ball let's retire, 


”F” * KK 


( 47 ) 


glitt 
All agreed that the BEA hefully roaſted, 


Derry down, &c. 
From henceforth, let no Man theſe Maidens 
Between them and Queen Bz 55's, ſmall Di 
— Beer — 2 — hens a wr Delighe, 
. our Maids Honour prefer Nionr. 


SONG LVU. 
HILST the Weather cock Town veers to 
ev'ry Thing new, 
Slave to dull Wham, is to Vanity true; 
Whilft bright Nymphs make a Priſon their 


Scene, 
And gaze, whiſper and figh, o'er their Hase 


Mact zan: 


And feaſt on the Joy, which its Beauties inſpire. _ 


found, | 
When London's all Dirt, and by Winter wrapt und. 
Then haſte (deareſt Cu LOA) old Lime s on the Wing; 
Th [ we'll _———_—— 
exquiſite Form, I. enrapt, ſurvey, 
When prais d by her Voice, from my amorous Lay. 


_ _$ONG LVII. 
HEN fair Zim came 
To ſeiae my wand ring Heart, 


8 — 
— 27 —— _ 


in 


12115 
1 


if 
114. 


jo. * ; 111 8 


(49) 
This tender Look, theſe Eyes of mice. 
Canfeſs their am rous Mafter, thine ; 
Theſe Eyes with Serephor's Paſſion pla. 
| Firſt make me Love, and then betray. 


Yes, charming Victor, I am thine, 
| Poor as it is, this Heart of mine 


| i. LY PILE & wid ppp o ghefng Ki 
| $0 hag I liv'S is poet . — 
| 'd in 

| No Monarch half fo bleſt. 
She. While you your Love to me confin'd, 
Nor 10D another more; 14 

Till you to Curos was more kind, | 
Irrer knew Grief before. 


He. Now Cutos with her Voice and Lyre 


Has made my Heart her Slave; 
For whom I'd Sword or Fire, 


Her precious Life to ſave. 
| D 


- 


( 59) 
$4e. For rovery Colm now I figh, 
And mutual Loves receive; 
For whom [I'd ſuffer twice to die, 
Provided he could live. 
He. But ſhould our former Loves return, 
And bring a ſtronger Chain; 
Should 1 for Cron ceaſe to burn, 
And ſeek my dear again. 


2 


you ; 
Withthee I'd live and die. 
SONG LIXI. | 
HAT is't to us, who the State, 


Who's out of Favour, or who's great ? 
Who are the Miniſters, or Spies, 


4 
1 


63519 


SONG IXI. 


OW zen was . when my Suran cnt 
dalle 


Nin Mirth and good Humour the Moments 


What together, how kind would the be ? 


But now ſhe is gone, 


was by, . 
Ak! now how they linger, —how flowly they fly ! 


With ſuch a how to walk ! 
were, fond was her 
No rude Interruption our Rapture er prov” 


But mucually gazing, we mutually 
— 1 IIS 3 Bars 5 5 : 
my Aſpet languid | 
The r 
Cry, fuve "tis not Srazruon ;—and know me no 
mare. 


To the Pazx, or the Walks, or where-ever we 
tray d, 


Lov's: 


( 52) 
When our Boat on the Thame:'s ſoft Surface did glide, 
bes: Vader I was blefs'd by her 
But now the is abſent, the Gardens how dull ! 

a with foreboding and Terrors, how 


Tho” ſuch Pleaſures reign round me, tho” thouſands 


are here, 
To me ti a Deſart, till Susan appear. 
When the Charmer was with me, how gay I 
con d fit! 
Tho” the Wine was fo bad, I ne'er fretted a bit; 
Tho” the Cheeſe-Cakes were muſty, I valu'd no 


Harms; 
— feaſted with vie wing her Charms ! 
But now ſhe is how my Senſes are teiz'd, 
How croſs am S 
I rail at the Waiters, and ev'ry Thing ; 
Not Lows, nor the Musen, my Sorrow can 
drown. 

Ia the bright open Walks, or the dark private Grove, 
When Suzam wes ther, ram all Feaure and Lows! 
How pleaſant thi - tranſported I'd cry, 
„ ipos'd Lights, how they gladden the 


But now, as I wander, what Torments I prove, 
co. e walk'd with my 
Tho” the Place ſtill remains, all the Pleaſures are 


For thoſe it deriv'd from my Susa alone! 
Asthe 


Symphony ſounded, the Notes how divine! 
* Susan's Ears were as raviſh'd as 

mine 
The ſoſt thrilling Sounds, all our Paſſions did move, 
And melted each Senſe into Rapture and Lovs : 


LEM 


( 53) 


But now ſhe is abſent, regardleſs I fland, 


Or fir, leaning my Head on my Hand ; 
tory iuſtead of Musicians were 


They might play on and welcome, for I ſhould not 


Ia Cursz's gay Groves, what have I ſeen ? 
How cool were the Zarurns ! the Skies how ſerene? 
The Maufick, the Fire-works, and all were fo grand, 
Fer ever, methought, I admiring could fland : 

But now Susa is abſent, I cannot forbear, 
But cry, — * what ridiculous Triffes are here?”* 
Alas! all theſe Rockets ſent up to the Skies, 
Are nought to the Fire- works play'd from her Eyes. 


In vain bloom the Viet, the Lily, the Roſe, . 
W G25 25 hh Sweets could 


"Twas Muſick to hear then, and Incenſe to fine. 
The Birds in the Grove, and Flow'rs in the Vale : 
And 
Their 

they 


F ig! 
7 


F 


Behold 

2 + ox "Pa TP 
USA, ſpeedily * 

For I live by fer Seaies, — 


D 3 SONG 


For me, fecure, I view the raging Main, 


Paſt are and Pain : 
My verive Faber in — 
1 —— grateful V 
Who, 2 from Ruin, fav'd me at thelaft. * | 
i 80 iu. | 
for each other we feel | 
Soft Fazzupenry, our Souls to poſſes, 
Loss after doth eafily ftea) ; 
But then, where's the Cure or Redreſs ? 


Life mud end in Hated or Love. 
0 | SONG 


(5s) 
SONG LXV. 


Y Father and Mother (what ail em) 


rr 
expect, but in Troth 


That I zaih my Chairs and my Bed. 


Provided our Minds are but cheery, 


Weoden Chairs wo'not a Glove, 
One Bed will bold me and — ls. 


The main Chance in Wadlock & Love. 


My Father, when aſk'd if he'd lend us 
An Horſe to the Parſon to ride ; 

A Wh-el barrow offer'd to ſend us, 
And Job for the Footman befide. 


Wou'd we never had aſk'd him; for, for, whip & f 


To the Church, E 


Twice as far twere a Pleaſure to trip it 

e 125 how the People would laugh ! 

The K are nettled moſt fadly, 
+ -- - 

Sure Girl never ated fo madly 1” 


Yet ! will be marry'd Tomorrow, 
And 


charming 
Brother's blind 
. And he may — 
Not 


for Parents 
SY 
Yet bach far 


My Brother cook Nats 
from 


Now live like a EIN and a ih 
of 


Pray when will your gay Things 
Produce fuch a +4 as Netu's? 


There Wives by their are undone, | 
As SatTurDay's Nawe- farts tells, 


D4 


young Haazvy's the Man; 
borrow, 


Porr 


| (56) 
Pots Baaxtey faid, over and over, 
I ſoon ſhould be left in the Lurch ; 
For Hazzy, ſhe knew, was a Rover, 
And never would venture to Church. 
And I know the Sorrows that wound her, 
He courted her once, he confeſt ; 
With another too when he found her, 
He bid her him ſhe lik d beſt. 
But all that are like her, or wou'd be, 
' May learn from my Haar and me, 
If Maids wou'd be Maids while they ſhou'd be, 
Mother ing and 
Wil hos make a of a Brat; 
| prove fick in my 
F care not a Farthing COS 
For if I'm not miſtaken, 
 . * We can live by the Sweat of our Brow ; 
Stick & Hoe once a Year for fat Bacon, 
And all the Year round keep a Cow. 
I value no Darn a Button, 
Coarſe Food will our Stomachs allay ; 
IF we cannot get Vas, Bury, and Murros, 
A Cumsz and a Puppinc we may. 
for your richeſt Baocapine ; 
Lauper there's nothing that's baſe ; 


A 
Your Fingny foon fers a 


My DowLass will laſt beyond Lacs. 


1 not Wealth to the Miſer, | 
"Nor wou's I be 'd with his Store ; 
To cat All and wear is wiſer ; 
Enovesn muſt be better than Monz. 
Sq nothing ſhall tempt me from Hanzy, 
His is as true as the Sun: 
— £vs with Ada was order'd to marry, 
The World it ald zu as aun. 


\ 
1 1 
" — — 


SONG 


— — 


There of Pow'r, the grateful Awe, 


(57) 
SONG LXVT. 


Ou rum Pamcess or FALES's nb. 
GAIN n 

Returns the bright, — Mars, 
— — 
Still may the Sun on this bleſt Day 

Wich . 


* ” 


And Homage which on Sov'reigns . 
Your Eyes without that Aid could draw, ? ! 
And not demand it, but create. 


We Th hee elem Tote MC a 


Tho” Femile Charm, 
Sheff lata, ak alone, the Muſe: Lay. 


She meditates a nobler Praiſe, 


And far — 2 
nn —— — 


— tome Ls, 
Train, 1 


+ Fa 


* 


% 


1 


. 
* * 


—O—— 


— 
9 — — — 
* 


(59) 


I. LXVIII. 


Nen, Aux, and Astor? 


to take a nearer View, 
three ſuch Lovsiy Faces, 


The Govppess 22 — — 


- Whin Sion a 1 


3 2 
« Your Pardon, —now I know you toy ; 
« Why, theſe are mortal Lafee. 


* Lord! Corp, how you Loves tojelt ! 


WR. boy 7 1 
Teure 
* 8 


"SONG LXIX. 


EAR Gofjort's pleaſant T 
There Ives « lovely Laſs, 


N 


Ss ˙ aw EUR CT # ©” WT —_ 


—— * — — 
* —— 2 . 
— D —_ > 
— 


d 


Cn 2 PICTURE. 
fweet Pifture, I can 


thee, 
Unaw' 


Tt 


115. 
111 


11 


Te thee, alas! is giv's; 


O * 


If in my Breaſt a Warmth fo great, 
on Copy riſe : 

— what will de my Fate 
living CzL1a's Eyes? 


Nn deſi gn 
a's aſt, n 
Perfeclion cannot boaſt 


SA 5+ 
, + & 4 


Wind that fires the Neft, 


the 


* 


Let Wiſdom 


let Reaſon rule; 


. 
ſhall 


and the Fool, 
ſoon return ; 
the darkeſt Scene, 


off the 


a 


„„ woes. —_ rere -- 4 47. PX: 3 


14 ws 


In Verſe ſhall Baur and Caro ſhine, 
And yet no tributary Line, 


HAT, NOTHING FOR Poor Port? 


Shall Dogs and Cats ingroſs thy Lays ? 
Muſt fuch alone, have all the Praiſe ? 
Proud Minions theſe of Fame! 
Whilſt Por .'s in gilded Priſon hung, 


Singing to alt (himſelf unſung) 
} our! on! ris, For Suan! 


(as 
Full dear you'll 
To crvs Tur Knavs a 


LEON, whoſe Henn foretold Deſpair, 
Thus mourn'd his hapleſs Fate ; 


IS 
waſte, 


The 


; 
rural N all hail the Mr, 
; 2 


And — my Sri Griefs to ſhare, 
SONG LAN. : 
hey Piffare in Carena 

- be denag' dy the Carries 


I view, 
LAVELLA! in thy on an Art, : 


See theſe blended Tints, 


Which look's a thouknd Charus io Jus 
inſtructive Piece ſtill repreſents 
* Precarious Beauty's tranfient Fate. 


Theſe, 2 
Extend their Joys to lateſt Age. 


SONG LXXV. 
„ dear Daughter, what dis to be rich, 


» I fay he has Pence ; 
his Treaſures immenſe ; 


5 


15 


r pf 
125 


Fir 


The forward Ha wrruors. 
| O W foon theſe bloſſom'd Sweets appear! 
| How faſt all Vernals thrive ! 


A | let me from the forward Year 
Some uſeful Hints derive ! 


If, when in Winter, mild the Wind, 


Yet, if improv'd the Rigour : 
E'en — Gn ta. | 
3 he | ns 


(68) 
The beſt that Earth can boaſt, my Lot, 
Where een the beſt is vain : 
Oh! for that dear carleſtial Spot, 
Which Virtue hopes to gain! 
That Saasen, how divinely fair ! 
Not Tos sons Me could fing : 
Nor Clouds, nor Storms, nor Winter there, 
But all immortal Spring. 


'd, he needs nor Sword nor Weapon, 
Nor Hientand Duns to fave his Bacon. 


Whether he gangs thro* Thick or thin, 
Or climbs the Baaz, or the Gim; 
Or ſhapes his Courſe thro” STzATH-SraY, 


Or by the Moos that's waſh'd by Tar. 


r 
vn var ; 
An horned Beaſt i 


(69) 


SONG LXXIX. 
EN Beauty and Wit at firſt did « 


H 

wW With Art and Addreſs . 

Great Lovs did reveal — Charms, 

Her Smiles oft axentied new Vigoar and Fain, 
new 

] trembled and fear'd, let I ſhould nor obtain 

But my Paſſion declia'd, and no longer the pleas'd, 


| Fornow ſimple MotLy a Conqueſt has feiz'd. 


Her Innocence, 


'd with Sweetneſs and Yputh, 


Admires in her, what he ne er 


SONG LA. 


E boldly aſſert, what no Mortal denies, ' 
WSS en 


————_—— Ä 


We can't expect Senſe from all thoſe that can 
Thoſe are not all wiſe, who know LaTiz and” 


Ganzx, 
W. | 


2 I 
1 


r 
"Tis nes 2yFE we can wut out "+ 
* "AY 22 


_ 


—  ' 
„ bond 4 


A Head, 

A Copeckis covers ofe, all that is had. | 
This nobody can deny. 

He muſt be a Sour. who loves Whet after Whet, 

He may be a Cuczortp — Cagger, 


This nobody can deny. 
An Ovricznx's Honour is fix'd in the Mind, 
„% cat rants Honovr's 
Both Fitz and Baud live on 


Bath Srarzseman and Curt live on the Nation, 
Ton T—D—nax and Doctor both live by Pur- | 


SONG LA. l 

low'ring Clouds the was dreſt, 

The wintry T ; 
Fanny, o'er her Breaſt, 

. A fable Tippet threw. 

Then Curtis thus faid, Naked, 

+ Muſt bear the piercing Wind ; 

let me le, 


2 Batinpa's - 
4 coo | 


—— Bone, and her Shape is too fall; 

| Caren my Wiſh, tho” rns her 
Tho' the Front of her Stays is too wide for 1 

"Tis certain Miss Fauny's a fwect lie Dear, | 

And Zephyrs ſpring Odours when Lucy is near; 

| But CnLor's all Semen by ] delign'sd, 

| We might call her an Hogſhead of rein d. 


She's always good humour d, facetious and free, 
2 GIVES Pan WHEN SHE SITS ON MY 
ER. 


| 
] 
— the ſmiling 
Shews the fweer A Rh... | 
Nature ing in its Prime ; | 
Come, my Fair, lets waſte no Time: 
But, hilt YouTn and Mar can bleſs, 


Ev*ry Joy let us care. 


SONG -LXXXIV. 
OME, frolickſome Sparks, let's away, 


| Away to BaxzTrotLowew Farr ; 
We could wiſh ev'ry Moon 
That affords fuch Mirth 
| Brack-Puppixcs that fweeten the Air, 
And Saus as all ready done; 
With Paxcaxes, come eat if you dare, 
And Pics zA FRY'D BY THE SUN, 


Fam'd Se1tr.an and Hirst are here, 
Walk in, ed 4-1, + ww 
air, 


Yzarzs beats ev ry Booth in the 
Here's WurTTixcToN's wonderful Car. 


The | Box ond Neves ſo — 2 
RUMPETERS ; 
And — * Vehemence beat, 
To deafen the loitering Croud. 


Here he comes, BY Your Laave!—Havs A Cann! 
Behold Mr. FIAT compleat; 

How he ſteps from his Chair, 

Dort from a 8 ſo neat; 


**. — ttt mms 


(74) 


In his Locks are conſin d. 
excels a preciſe CiTY-Bzeavu ; 

He's tinſel'd before and behind, 
Like Wax- Work defign'd for a Show. 


In the Throng a ftout Bzavrszs behold, 

With Graces Hzzcurlzan blefs'd ; 

ig ſtern, hardy, and bold, 
ho's for feeling the Weight of his Filt ? 


A M:itiimzr': Prentice appears, 
Attack d by an old City NAU; 

No Danger from him Say fears, 
. 


Dear Sir, tis 


— —— — — — 


A Fos tenz 's next on the Lift, 

With a Pig-Tail, the th of his Back ; 
He has Cambrick to cover his Fiſt, 

But for Shirts, muſt have cribb'd an old Sack. 


His Roll- ae Rag may anneal, 
Tho his Wailtcoat is cover'd with Lace; 
He has Darns from his Calf to his Heel, 

But Mazqu1s you read in his Face. 


Old — — 4 


the Rear, 
With a fprig gl young Wiſe by hi Side; 


++— 7; - -— 20 | 
1 Such 


The 


But, oh ! how their Joy maſt increaſe, 
When her Wiſhes they read in her Eyes. 


SONG LXXXV. 

S Auen and Pwiiies fat, 
One Ev'ning, i 

ſaw the charming 


To tell the Nymph his Pain : 


== whiſper'd in 2 


. 
— — — — — ß 


| away 

Fly, fly betimes, for fear you give 

Occaſion for your Fate; 7 
In vain, faid the, in vam I ſtrive, 

| Alas! "us now too late. 


SONG LXXXVLI. 


IS Gold that all Women bewitches, 
Tho' wrinkled and thinner than Lawn; 
If 
= 


but the Pence in your Breeches, 
Taker Dine — 
1 — 


(76) 
"Take o Finns 65 Bib Bae Bam gow Cults, 
Dilplay to the Voter your $ 
And the Wretch having nothing to offer, 
Will frugally fell you —— #1m58LE. | 
And the Wretch, c. 
"Tis 2 Shot for the Fowl of all Feather, 
A Bait for the Guſt of all Fiſh ; 


If the Booby, your Pupil, fo dull is, 
He ſcarce can remember his Name ; 
Yet his Mouth it hall open like Tur rs, 
When fed with a Spoon of this ſame. 
| Yet bi Mouth, &c. 
Tho” a Raſca!, a Bear, and a Blockhead, 
Unconſcious of Mood or of Tenſe ; 
hitte Receipt in Pact 
Gives Grace, Figure, Virtue, and Senſe. 
This Plaiſtic Receipt, a 
In the CourTs ſhould your Cauſe be disjointed, 
Let not that fink your Spirits one Peg ; 
With the Oil of this Noftrum anoint it, 


"Twill make it as right as 
_ ie the Oct, ae. 

Would you get a fat Church in Clutches, 

Tip my ola — 
At the Token he'll caſt off his 

And dance to the Tune of old Chink. 
Mt the Token, &c. 
C14 Saints will for this fell their Manuals ; 
O'er this at ſov'reign Nod, 


Notes of Lovz's foft Power. 
I of Flowers, 
And we 0 2 
— —— 
. 
8 1 — 
| Thy Chnens rfl prove 
; 


(78) 
Excites the Lovs. 
Then happy we, in mutual Bliſs 
Of Innocence and Lovs; 
We'll zrss and talk, and talk and x:+5, 


> 
' 


„ haſty Day, | 
Till TzzTrs claſps her fiery Friend, 
And ſteals him quite away. 


SONG LXXXVIE. | 


O Mortals ſo ſweet was Power, 
The Bone of all worldly Strife, | 
Like HusnanD and Wirz, each Hour, | 
They ſnarled ami tag d thro” Life. a 
But now from Wars to Warme, 1- 


Your Soldier be kicks his Whore ; 
The Whore ” kicks her » 
| aiters are kick d at 


3 


The — $ 1 A FT out « — 
To give the Goppess Nrurn her Fame.” 


BzavrTyY and Wir, with ev'ry Grace 
Combine, and do her Sex adorn ; 
Each Feature in her ſmiling Face, 
Is faires than the roſy Morn. 


The fragrant Vets on their Bed, 
| Do not their Sweets ſo much diſcloſe ; 
Or dewy Drops Aus oA ſhed 


| Upon that balmy ſmiling Roſe. 

Each Breaſt with Warmth ſhe moves, 
a Flame in STzEPRON's Mind, 
'The Food of Loves her odd ws 
In her, all Charms the Poets 


- Endow'd with all the LoveLy Charms, 
From Cyyzvs, and from Pallas Art; 
Then let me take her in my Arms, 

And quell the Pain that throbs my Heart. 


SONG XC. 


Y Mammy has often told, 
And fare the is wond tous wile, 
Caries, that all you behold, 
Is a ral, but a Farrules Diſguiſe ; | 
That the Modes of a Couar Education 
Are Train-Pits, and Traitors to Youth ; 
And the only fine Language in Faſhion, 
A Tongue—THAT 15 FOREIGN TO TRUTS. 
Where Honovs is barely an Oa rn, 
Where Kxavzs are with NonLExeEn clak'd, 
Where Nature's a Stranger to both, 
Aud Lovs, an did Iale of Times paſt; | 
; E 4 Where | 


„*. a - n_ — — 


IS NO DEEPER THAN Dass: 


(creeps lamely on Crue) 
is nothing ace, 

And the Title of Dunz or of Durcuzss, 
Is all——that entitles to Grace. 


SONG Xl. 


1 PRE 

The Laws they were made for the Little, 
CHORUS. 

In the Hands of the Strong 

All Ties that belong - 

To Jusrics and Honovs are brittle. 


(8) 
The Laws they were made for the Little, &c. 


Chorus. Tho” Cauncunes 
And PritosorusRs - = 
The Great are not ſway d by a Title. 


The Laws they were made for the Little, &c. 
Chorus. It is not by Ricur, 
But by wrong doing Mionr, 
Acquittal. 


To Ju strie and Honour, are BRITTLE. 


SONG XCII. 


(82) 
| SONG XCIV. 
abs 1 


Thus for a While I wore her Chain, 
With Lovz and Fears poſlefs'd ; 
And calmly ſuſfer d her to rei 


Sole Miſtreſs in my 
Aud calmly ſuſfir d, &c. 


The Muszs too, thoſe Friends to Lovx, 


— — 9 


Have chang'd my Gopvzss for a New, 
* my a 
And worſhip ber no more. 
SONG XCV. 
N lucklefs Hour on Dzt1a's 


61 Happy! 


Cn 


. 


\ 


——————— U — — — 
T 


Compell'd, by Deſtiny I Loves, 
Yet wanting Merit, 

The Fate of Tirius thus I prove, 
And daily feed the Vulture Care. 

In vain too other 


(83) 
der Charms had I ne'er ſeen, 
had that Moment been my laſt l 


muſt deſpair ; 


I fly, 


And hopeleſs roam from Place to Place, 


With new ſucceeding BzauT1Ess try 
Her LovzsLY Image to efface. 


Alas! ſmall Reſpite from my Pain, 


Their weaker tranſient Charms impart ; 


When ſhe 
Their o'er my vanquiſh'd Heart. 


her Eyes maintain 


Thus, where the murder'd Body lies, 
If Fate or Chance, th' Aſſaſſin leads 


Pow'r of Eyes !) 
half-clos'd M gapes freſh and bleeds. 


SONG XCVI. 


ANN Y*s fairer than a Flower, 


But uncerain as the Wind ; 
ver trifling with a Power, 


ver Meant alone to bleb Mankind. 


Now with Smiles her Face adoring, 
She to Love my Heart invites ; 


But if Loves I offer, 


She wich Frowns my Patton flights. 


Looks that ſpeak 
| All Things whiſper Inclination, 


the tender Paſſion, 
Words that wear the Sound of Lovs ; 


Ver ho BINS her — 


Smili 


Miſchief, fy Undoer, 
The” to Lovs her Loks invite 


A (8%) 
TREES. 


Treat her Heart as ſhe does mine. 


7 
SONG XCVIL. | 
HEN the loud Waves in Mountains riſe, 
And Tempeſts mingle Seas and Skies ; 
The dauntlefs Sailor plies his Oar, 


Bounds o'er the Surge, and gains the Shore. 


pours 
— Ma thy Mind, N 
And keep the ring Joy confin d. 
SONG XCVIII. 
eee eee 


Such holy Men refrain, Son ; * 


1 


1 —— —— —— — , 


—— —— 1 


* 
— . —Ü—m— — — 
* 


Let Gorzaxoas thrive, and each Tine on his 


Throne, 
_ . alone, 
irtue 
One Man ſhall to Honour attain, Son. 
Till you find, &e: 


Let Party in turbulent Senates debate, 
nn. 
find that one Act, for the good of the State, 
enter d in either s Brain, Son. 

Till you find, &c. 


Let the Law be Care, not a Title retrench, 

Bat foppert each —— in his Station ; 
3 fit on the Bench, 
To decide the Affairs of the Nation. 


For they, as our Subſtitutes, Ac. 


In Cities, the” Czars of a pityful Sphere, 
Would you now php wont] 5s ane Beep. 
"Tis the Alderman's Worſhip, and ſudden. Lord. 


Who ſtruts theo' his yealy Corontion. 
"Tis the Arman Veni ec. 


= -EUNTING JUSTICE, and LanDioipap: 
Are prone to Point, when Son 
For theſe are too Aale Grand IIA 4 
e 
are too 
And Giants, each one, in bis Way, Son. 
SONG. 


(86) 
| SONG XC. 
T7 HEN the Heir has attain'd the wiſh'd Hour, 
Of laying his Dad is the Ground; 
And fees the ſeal d in his Power, 


My Friends, how facetiouſly droll is 
Your Suit to our LADIES fair! 
Alas! from their own poor Follies, 
How think ye that they can ſpare ? 
Againſt ſuch Incruders on Hinges, | 
Still turns the forbidding Door, | 
For Vanity eats up the Indies, 
And hungers and thirſts for more. 
Yet „when Beggars are preſſing, 
Of thump ae ling hand, 
The Brsnor will give you his Bue55iNc, 
The Orrieza, give you his Oaru; 
Of his Promiſe, to be a free Donor, 
The Coua ri was never nice, | 
And Gaar Ovzs will give you their Honovs, 
Fort THESE ARE OF LITTLE PRICE. 


SONG C. 


F Heroes fam'd of Yore, I 
Have read ia antient Story, 
Who roſe from Care, 
And cold IF ; 
The Sons and Heirs 


OF Glory. 


SONG CL. 
An ODE on SOLITUDE. 


L * 
Thou, the bri 


brightner of Joys, 
Sod tartar of exe Qua, 
gentle Goppezss of our Grott, 


* 


O Virus! wait: 


Lament a Lowa fown; 


of STELLAa's Charms, 
Or neav "nity Strains rehearſe. 3 


Parent 
he fing 


Thee ſhall the Worthy and the Good. 


| 


a7 


4 
; Kft ; 4 
HEE 
if 9 
THY ? 


SONG- 


And PronITY 


(89g) 
SONG CI. 


DX cms to mark the Surprize of the 
own, 
o fee TUN 2LaTED, Disnonous pull'd down, 
All Tricks Low and L1TTLE, defpis'd by the Gaar, 
And Honeſty fix d for a Maxim of State, 

Derry down, dun, down, derry down. 


To ſee Woa rn and Talzurs to Orrics prefer'd, 
The Viaruous rewarded, the Vicious deterr'd, 
And the Streams of Pollution where People reſort, 
Now fed from the cLazryY*D Springs of our Count 
down, &c_ 


To fee our Lac'd Loxbiincs deſerving of Truſt, 
Our CrzzGrYMEN pious, our JUSTICES j 
Our Court Ladis bluſh, and our Things of a 


Beau, 

A SouzTHING, beſides a mere NoTH#inG but Show! 
Derry down, &c. 

To ſee Fazzpom loyal, EI CT Ions unbrib'd, 

All FacTtos exiF'd, and CozzuyT on profcrib'd, 

Sheer Nature exalted, o'er maſquing and Art, 

And Dominion poſſeſs d of his Seat in the Heart! 
Derry dews, &Cc. 

To ſee Miaru with Ixnoczxcz walking the Land, 

taking free Tzavz by the Hand! 

And the Courts of our Law from Iniquity clear! 

© Jack ! what a rare Revolution were here ! 


SONG CIH. 


F all the Maladies that cleave 

To Man, if that moan, Sir, 
Which no Phyſician can reli 
Says ONLY ONE ALONE, Sik. 


( 9o ) 


on in the Da rum, 
Lo vx, the Cauſe alone can cure, 
A-Recipe, — ProBaTUM. 


ally'd, 
To Via rus' Side, 
Will rout a knaviſh Hoſt, Sir. N 


The Pazrizan, 
Is ſtil'd the honeſt Fellow. 


SONG CV. 


EN 1 no bog ſweet, 
Tho” ing is painful, how rt to meet! 
eee and long for the Day, 
That ſhall kifs the dear Tears of lis Siſter away. 
Tho” Honour in Groves of tall Laurels ſhould grow, 
And Fortune in Tides ſhould eternally flow, 


Nor Honour, nor Fortune, ſhall lack detain, 
ut he'll come to his Siſter, — his Gzacsr on. , 
gain 


I Lap for his Lass ; 
To whoop and to and play Tigg on the Plain, 
Thy bee — again. 


Or alone in his Gzacz 's ſweet bleſt, 
To ſeed the young Robins that chirp in the Neſt, 
To help at her Med cines, and for the Poor, 
And welcome the Stranger that fits by the Door : 

At Night, o'er our Fire, and a of clear Ale, 
To hear the Town News, and the — 
To ſmile away Life, till our Heads they 


SONG CVL 


Now, with my Iacx Ex. my own ſweet Boys 
Farewel to the taſteleſs Acquaintance of Joy: 
102 Heart fo o'erladen, all Sorrows are meet, 
M:sfortunes 


are welcome, and Mourning is ſweet. 


Away, ye Companions of daily Delight, 
And Paſtimes that gently could ſteal on the Night ; 
Away, ye fond Sports of the Wake and the Fair, 


Your Pleaſures are vaniſh'd, no Jack is there. 
Of the Ball, and the Hurling, the Dance, and the 


Race, 

His Skill was the Victor, his Perſon the Grace; 
The Marrs, they would x15s him from Head t 
the Knee, | 

And wiſh they had all been his Siſters like me. 


The 


(92) 
The Streams and the Woodlands, the Green and 
the Glade, 
we play'd ; 
Say your JacxzY was here, and your Jacxgy was 


But where is my Jack, now tell me, O where? 

Thus ev'ry dear Scene of our uſual Delight, 
To my Mind fill recals him, but not to my Sight ; 
ak "Md all droop, and the Meadows look 


Far while lity loo —— my Jacxzy is gone, 
SONG Cl. 


wee, eee 
| . the Mendicant, and not the 


hy — ny _ 9 they de go, do go, de 

Whess begging they gy. 

*Tis thus by greater PovszTY, that Nonzzs grow 
ronown' 


1 State Beggars want a 


Pound. 
Aud a begging, &c. 
Wo: $ beg for Honour, —— and that's a 
— 
As many ſhould for Houzsrr, but 
their Need. 


will not own 
The” @ begging, &c. 


3, your PARTYMAN 


Your ViIzis begs for SUzs101e 
for Pracs; 
Your Cnuncnman for a Byngrics, —BUT NOT 4 


Man roa Garacs. a 
When a begging, 
Thus 


(93) 


nage are of the begging 
— rain, 
But we who beg for CHanrty, are thoſe who beg 


| m vam. 
| | Yet @ begging wwe muſt go, dc. 
SONG CVIIT. 
HY CzLta, this wav ring and doubting of 
W Mind 


y one Minute cruel, and one Minute kind? 
The Seaſon for Lo vx is too ſhort for Delay, 
And BzaurtrY's a Flower that ſoon fades away, 
, And Beauty's a Flower that ſoon fades away. 
cy and warm Hours are too fleeting to 


| 


| And they are the Bloſſoms each Lornas muſt uſe ; 
Unſettled by Nature, they quickly take Wing, 
They die inthe 4tumr, and bloom but in Spring. 
; | They die in th Autumn, Cc. 


for Love, 


haſte, 
ö The Moments ſo precious twere Pity to waſte: 
| To Fears bid adieu, from thoſe W himfies be free, 


And let, as deſign'd, Lovs and BzauvrTyY agree. 
” | And let, as defegn'd, &. 


| SONG CRN. 
| Ar froth Mateo og; = 


Invite the Muſe to fing; 
o'er the Eaſt, his Flame diſplays, 
To uſher in the Spring. 


The Fields their livelieft Verdure wear, 
Ponoxa's Bleflings bloom; 

And Froa a does the ambient Air, 

With vernal Sweets perfume ; 

To welcome Spring on oaten Reed, 
The Susrus aps make Eſſay; 


Mark yon two Lovzas in the Grove, 
- Beneath the friendly Shade, 
Hark, how the Swarm declares his Love, 
To the enamour'd Maid ; 


has and ev'ry Vice beſides, 
Its pure had ftain'd ; 
Let Raxzs their 


They're ſenſeleſs of the Bliſs, 
Which all the Few that's happier ſhare, 
Fth” balmy rural Kiss. 


Think ! Barrons, think, on Kix ds fevere, 


— 22 — — 

Where nought barren Pields appear 
Theo” the — 1 

— Fen Plenty ſmile, 


— 


SONG 


may l be! 
Oh! may no pitying Thought of me 
Diſturb the Joy that ſhe may find, 
| . and Fortune kind: 
that bleſt Swaix (whom yet I hate) 
— of his diſtinguiſh'd Fate; 


When this 
the Is of Life are o'er; 
(If Gops by Lovers Pray'rs are mor d, 
As ev'ry God in Hzav's has lov'd) 
Inftead of bright Err 5s: a8 Joys. 
Something in the Skies, 
all my Pain, 


SONG CXI. 


HEN fair MixzxvA deign d to guide 
UL.rsses, favour'd Son, 

In antient Tales if we conſide 

| She MznTor's Form put on. 


On this degen'rate World to ſhine, 
And raiſe deprav'd Mankind. 

She faw that Wispon's Pow'r alone 
No modern Breaſt could move, 

In Braurr's Form to hide her own, 
She ſought, that Man might Loves. 

to Minz va's Pray'r, 

fmil'd the Parntax Queen, 

And her Shape, her Eyes, her Hair, 

Manner, and her Mien. 

This done, glad Paitas left her Seat, 

And down to Earth ſhe came, 


Fain N—g—2n her firſt retreat, 
And is her Name. 


(97) 
There univer'al is her Sway, 
Nor can our Wonder riſe ; 
Such Pow'r with Joy we muſt obey, 
Obeying, muſt be wiſe. 


SONG CXIL 
HO“ Ozrauzus, antient Poets ſay, 
of = 1 d, 
y on » 
— oe wn LY 


H O' Paſſions contend, and Aſſlictions ſtorm, 
ſhake the frail Frame of our human 


(98) 


The World's but one Market, 
| Ie inflitutes — 


And in this ſocial Chalfer, 
Each Man as in Duty bound 


| Still labours to be the Laughter, 


And jockey his Neighbours round. 


"With will own, he 
an 
Like Lawyzrs, who for good Money, 
Give nothing but bad Advice. 


| 

Younc Appetites bid for PLzasuns, | 
Orp Appetites bid for Yours, ö 
Sur Avarice bids for Tazazuns, | 
Grey SaTan bids moſt for Taurn, 


But YouTtn, Taurn, Tazasurs, and Pizacuna, | 
The Dzvir, or what may fall; | 


To Grants preſcribe no Meaſure, | 
I bid at One and All. 


SONG CXV. 


n | 

” rr0xs ſhould deſcend, | 
— . grankk, grand; 

Nor e er would be at Reft, 
——— 
ire | 

He ſhould —— tumble, tumble, tumble. 


Not fo the STATE Na fpies, 
Where the Point of Conduct lies, 


. 
— c c 
And 


(99) 
Aud wiſely holds the Crown, 


1 
Of——Fice, Fices, Vices. 


SONG CXVL 


« + + , ——o_ 


Te ve found your honeſt Man, Sir. 


| SONG CXVIL. 
a Hzav's and my Kine, they 


„eis 
8 of State Trifles, no Anguiſh 1 


net 
Gill. Thy Gtr will go, 
To Baniſhment with her Lovg——— 


ge and Danxonce, in Wras and 
$6] wil go wink my Love, i 


5 
* Jack. 


( 100) 

Fack. O no, no, no, 
Gill. Yes, I will go with my Love. 
Fack. O no, no, no. 
For Hoxoun forbids me, however I 
To venture a Gu to a Nation ſo dear, 
How dear then to Jacxzar! Death only can 
Since Death is in parting—yet Ja exzv muſt 

| 3 is np 
Gill. O, O, oh —— | | 


SONG CXVIL | 


S he gone! is he gone? unkiad and cruel ! 

All Grief then to Gi CT v, all Joy tomy JawerL! ' 
e er he returns, —ah ! how will he deplore him, 
Leda — — Iss D his Gitty be- 


J 


1 


een Aae 3 ags- 
a at the Theatre Royal is Drury Laue, with 
great Applanſe. | 


SONG CXIX. 
5 W 4 R. 
* » Arms! deck, „ 
White ev'ry Breaſt with high Motion ; 
FT Soldiers Heart with martial T bounds, 


And Courage leads them thro” an Hoſt of Foes. 
Now, now they | 
While Madneſs and Rage —@—= 

$ : 


And 


ä SONG CX. 


By @ SEEPHERDESS. 
HE N will War and Tumult ceaſe ? 
When the jarring World have Pzacs ? 
and blind, 


How ſhould War and Tuwurt ceaſe ? 
it | How the jarring World have Pzacs ? 


. SONG CXXL. 
| Sy a SunyunnDESS. 
ol ARK! T hear the Mother's Cries, 
And her Boſom beats, in vain. 
There the diſtrafted Wes, 
3 
cries] was 5 
Torn from my dear Banzs and me ? 
BzoTuznrs weep for Baotrsrs loſt ; 
Onruans their dead Farnzas moan : 
Theſe are Deeds that Wan can boaſt, ' 
Theſe are Triumphs all his own. | 


SONG CXXI. 
By 2 SHS PHERD. 


9 
”. 


HE Hasso to finiſh the War, 
And bid to the Camp an Adieu, 


F 3 Now 


102) 


New ſheath up their Swords, and rejoice, O ye Fain, 
To think of revwning w you. | al 


With Smiles then, dear Lasene, embelliſh your | 


Charms, : 
Your Loving with Rapture will come; 


DO take the brave Fellows cloſe into 


. —— 
SONG CA. 


By Shepherdeſſe, &c. 
I'TH new Pleaſure now we'll rove, 
| Dauer, uncms, thro” the Gaoves ;. 
Eczo pleas d to hear our Sou, 
— RES 


SONG CXXIV. 


* the Timple of PEACE. 


Aniſh'd to ſome leſs happy Shore, ; 
The Dzuns harſh Sound, the Cannons Roar, 
Shall thunder far from Home ; 
The Sr freed from War's Alarms, 
Shall reft his conſecrated Arms 
In Howour's ſacred Dome. 


The Aars and Mu szs now fall fmile, 
And in fair Fz2zpo0's fav'rite Iſle 
Sball fix their envy d Seat; 
The Stone ſhell Lruache, the Canvas glow, 
And Works ariſe to ſhow * b 
That Extras flill is great. 


SONG 


— — — 


/ 


Miar and : 
Bid Loraz — — de 5 Day. 
And all the Sons of Fzzzpou cry 


z2za! 
SONG CXXVL 


OW fweet the goffiping Bizps that 
yp 1 Nos eg —— 
That winnows the Breaſt of flow'ry Spring | 


| How ſweet the Show'rs, with Balm 


Surface of 


1 on Tom TR WY Vw ; 


Where TarznTs and Orric arceveratStrife. 


With thoſe I muſt claim | 
Your Invent' ry of Rzv-coareDd Gentry, who dream 
That ons are made, 


Of trim PaTir-Marrazs, 
Nice SzamesTERS, and Rarrzas, 

Beau'd out for the Dance of a dainty Campaign. 
SONG CEXXVIL. 


OME follow, follow, follow me 


—— — 

0 ASURE, un, 

Come follow, follow, follow me. a 
Let HonssTY bear 

His merited weigkt of Care, 


And 


606) 
And Freun, and Conscrencs, dwell 

In Crwicat Tub, or Cell; 

But all you Loveas of Gant or GI, 

And FzasT and Faorticx, come follow me, 

To Prank and Pirzasuns, and Pasriuz, free, 
Come follow, follow, follow me. 


The pedanted PzizsrT, who fain 

Would ride, but wants a Rein, 
of | To moral us into Controul, 
Would four the jovial Soul, 
The Past is ing, but fo are we, 
Then PzarzsT and Frortz, come follow me:; 
From Scuurtz, and Qua ix, and Con scizxet free, 
Come follow, follow, follow me. 


SONG CXXIX. 
OULD the Gzzar the Flagitiouſnefs of 
W Lirrrs Ones chaſtiſe, 
In themſelves they ſhould commence the Refor 
| mation, 
For ſoon the courteous World would by Precedent 


in | went once diſcountenanc's by Faſhion ; 
To their Macisraarzs alone, the Ports flill 
* inclines, 


To a onA or 14MOKkAL Imitation; 
And Exaurrz, above all the Precepts of Divine, 
Is a bonny Text, and a SANO to the Nation. 


SONG CXXX. 
On the Death of a LADY. 
H! could the briny Tear prevail, 


Oh, Death ! too hard for Nature's Striſe, =. 
C—_—E eek 

Why, in the blooming Life, _ 
Tiflolve axnueber's Year 


So the, reſign d to Haza vn Command, 
Its fudden Call obeys; | 
While Groups of holy Vzsrats ſtand 


a 
SONG CXXXI. 
young Lady's Nate, fir taking SNU FF. 


(107) 
uus beſt ſupplies the Want of Talk, 
And chears the lonely Day. 


The Hand, like Atanasrar Fail, 
The Dranonr's ſparkling Pride, 


— (Hams of Teunt Sound 
n TISH 
o ev'ry Bar 8 | be 


| The ſmalleſt Pinch of Suurr we take 

| E 

13 of W. ra, make 
The vaſt Sna. 


Think, Sta, for 
Will move 


perceive 
Itis my Gov has been my Guard, 
And kept me thro” the NrcnT. 
Then vp to thee, O Gov, I'll look © Bj 
With Joy and with Surprize s 
And oh? accepe the poor and Faint 
But willing 5 


SON G CXXXIIL 
HOSPITALITY. 
hd 
ee, ſhews you his Face, 
Heart is open, and kind as his Ian, 
within. 


. SONG 


2 rr 8 


LAY 


. 
— 


W 1e rg 


a 
” 


—— — 


Who'll few me ſuch a Show ? 


Here's HuniiTy in high Station, 
Dion ir v — — OsTENTATION, 
Fanden out Paorzsszon, 
Here is Pow's without 

O the fineſt Show ! 


Who'll fee Hounssrr in a Missa? 
Fors from Francs return'd the wisgn ? 
| WaarTtunr Fests, and Poor Racine, 
Lawrsrs, in yuTUREs Reward Batinvans ? 
O the curious Show / | 


| CounTins frank, yet with CIwItrr Y; 
Puzzs,—to VirTus who owe NonilityY ; 


Cadet v Daus, with Cuanrry laden, 
| Wibows in Wi, each Soul a Mara, _ 
Nuns ſecluded from all Tzurvarion, 
| Farans —— and yet no FornicaTioNn. 
4 Pad to ſee the Show. 


s oN G CXXXV. 
„ e eee 


How and dearly their Int'refts 
| Aden ts ons Trad, for all Srarzsuzx bs, 
Lag Mere Cyrus as, . 


- ol 


141 | 


For of Viarus ſo bright, — 
Sd broad and right . is e 's my 
The BzzTLs and Buzzanp mi it, nor ſtray 


From the Conduct, and pes Berne] 


SONG CXXXVI. 


* you think your BzauTy's 
"Hare Pow' 8 me my Beans 
Lo dec rowns, 2 thouſand Ways, 
. r 
In Winter radiant Pharbus 
With genial Heat in vain; | 
From Icy Regions Bonzas blows 
To freeze the ſteril Plain. 
Your Braurr thus, like Pen, warmes, 
And wakes the foft Defire ; 


225 8 | 


©! Catia! let Favonrvs figh, 
Why om bid the Spring draw near; 


gi you woes con . 


SONG CA. 


YLVIUS! let Nin r:le thy Neaſt, 
S. own weak Paſſion's Sway ; 
— break thy Ref 

N caſt the tinſel Toy away. 
Iler Form the Graces gave, 

| tuncful Voice the SYazxs Art; 
Lovs ſhall from theſe his Fav rites fave, 

For Av*zics has beflow'd her Heart. 


Szanr poſſeſs Mind, 
Nor wid her wants Charms be caoghts | 


> 
— MM. 
—— 5 


— 


I Mem MmmMma e th 


Cnr) 
y, Since Gold alone can make her kind, | 
And if ſhe's thine, ſhe muſt be bought.: 


youthful Heart does Beauty Fire, 
* fierce Wiſh reſiſtleſs lies 
To Prurus let thy Pray'rs aſpire, 
"Tis he alone thy Bliſs fupplies. 
When Jovs himſelf his Godhead try'd,-. 
Nat all bis Wiſdom, all his Pow'r, . 
Suffic'd to conquer Dau as Pride > 
He triumph d in a golden Show'r. 


And, plaintive, wakes che 
| See, while ſhe moves the cer. der Thought, 
| Her Cheek the graceful Blut hath caught. 


(1123 
the fond Diftreſſes ſteal, 
the Woes I hear, I feel. 
ſeize th unguarded Heart, 
ur waſts a pointed Dart — — 
thoſe Eyes, whoſe artlefs Roll 


Charm, 


On me 
And all 
New 
Each Bra 
Ah! wen 
And ſapient Beam, transfix my Soul. 
Each conſcious Look, each nameleſs 


r Soul alarm; 
Raptur'd I hear, and ardent trace 
The Lovzs that wanton o'er thy Face. 

Oh ! ceaſe the Strain, I can no more 
Music, how ftrange thy magic Power! 


SONG CXXXIX. 


On Crria, whe, too wain of ber Youth and Beauty, 
vepair'd ts London, and fame ether popalens Places; 


bat, either eclips'd by brighter Beauties, or entirely 
annotic'd, return d to bumble Home, without making 
one Conqueſt. 
E Nrurus, behold Ambition fail, 
Nor let the fatal Fire 


Learn whats 


n 


SONG 


6113) 
SONG CXL. 


Contrafte to an Addreſs to WISDOM. 
OW ſee my Goppess, earthly born, 


with a Bloom that ſhames the Morn 
New riſen in the eaſtern Skies. 

„ 4d 
A Nrues of Pleaſure's laughing Train, 
to all the Wiſe | 
proves all far-ſought Knowledge vain. 


as Vaxus, when ſhe found 
N RITONS 
| rent. cf ome echer Way. 
And 
In the 


d all as Eva 
ing of her Life, 
When Anbau bluſh'd, and afk d her Leave, 
To take her Hand and call her Wife. 
Yet there is ſomething in her Face, 
Tho” ſhe's — PiaTo's Lore, 
Might bring e'en TO to Diſgrace, 
For leaving Precepts taught before. 
And there is Magic in her Eye, | 
Tho the's unkill'd to conjure down 
The Moon from th affrighted Sky, 
Would draw ExpDrYn1os from the Moon. 


4 And there are Words that the can ſpeak, 
Moſt eaſy to be underftood ; 

More fweet than all the Heathen Greek 
Harz talk'd, when Pans woo'd. 


| And ſhe has Raptures in her Pow'r, 
'G More worth than all the ſlatt ring Claim 


4415 


Wich ſmiling Looks, and ſparkling Eyes, 


. 


(m4). 
OF ing's unſubſtantial Dow r, 
In Praiſe, or future Fame.. 
Let me but 188 her ſoft warm Hand, 
And let me whiſper in her Ear, 
What Knowrzpces would not 
And W1spDom would diſdain to hear. 


Aud let her lifen to my Tale, 


And let one fmiling Bluſh ariſe, 
Beſt Omen that my Vows 
. 


SONG CXII. 
The MODERATOR. 


bees HEM. 


— 
— 11. ai 


— 


Calls Wisdom Paras, not AroLiio,. 


2 
8 


HEN Fals Bards to Wissen ſue, 
"Tis Man in Wien Name they w 
And Mar, to ſhow his Duty, 
Sues the foft Sex, with equal Art, 
And when he's Woman in his Heart, 
His Tongue addreſſes Bzaurty. 
But when the Ma in this Diſguiſe, 
Permits the focial Wiſh to riſe, 
She, more to hide her Aim, 


And thinks no fly Remark can follow - 
Bright Wrspon's female Name. 

In vain, alas ! for well we know 

The Laws that Nature fix'd below, _ 
To both one Wiſh impart ; 

In Mas, its object is a Wir, 

In Womans, ſtill a Mate for Life, . 

However nam'd by Art. 


SONG CXLDI. 
7 HEN frit | faw Bztanpa's Face, 
Her eaſy Air, and winning Grace, 
Which Words can ne er define ; 


Young, 


6116) 
Y, Cur ſent a miſſile Dart ; 


" my Eye it reach'd my Heart, 
W Force divine. * 
But ah! while CYTuzzza — 1 
Mivzzva's Wit my Soul alarm 
A double Wound 


No longer 
wh(© 2 
BL kind, all Nature's k 
n 


Sound 
d Hound, 


Nor let antient Songs claim 
70 all the Fame: 
iſon leaves them no Room; 
Their harmonious Pow'rs, 
| Built ber Walls and high Tow'rs, 
We've rais'd wi R our Muse this Toms. 


O Song 
With Frowns, Wi 


1 — ? 
That Minute would elate me, 
Sorrow, Grief, and Cares; 
| 22 ne” 3 
Wie 8 row-t> — 


all 
Then do not frown, 


— 


Not all the Maſs of Gold and Treaſure, 
That in fair InDria's Boſom lies, 
Would give me half the Joy and Pleaſure, 

As one kind Sparkle from your Eyes. 
Then hear me, orm Channen, hear me, 
And my ing Heart revive ; 


Odr to Cruonra. 


A — ef bees 
To her Pen in Gall ? — % 
1 Satire trace each Wile, 
Of artful Words and Syzzn's Smile, 


Let 


Let them not ſay Aczexg's vain, 
CD or i 
That Juri faichleſs prove; 

The Curſe of all her Sex is join'd 
To her Body, form her Mind, 
very Bane of Love. 


212 ( — 


0 1219 
Behold Min anna, hapleſs Maid! 


ingi have been betray d, 
* 4p” Peace th” Alarm : 
Favonrus too GU . 

y thy Cixcz's Charm. 
Think on Azpztia's Tn End, 
Think, by the ſpecious Name of Friend, 
You ſway d her youthful Breaſt, 
Te n to Tazquin's Luſt, 
To moulder Truth and Fame in Duſt, 
And robb'd her Life of Neſt. 
Fron, like a wither'd Flower, 7 
„% Now droops her Head, nor the Sun's Pow's 
| Can e er revive her Charms: 

How could you, when you knew the Life 
Proud Tazquts led his former Wirz. 
Engage her to his Arms? 

Can't Age admoniſh you of Fate, 
NW —— 
ne pd ny» = 
Repent, own you've injur d Friends, 
And as you're able, make amends, 
You cannot under Ground. 


SONG ALR. 

n: 
» ** 2 7 at 

the Crancil-Board, July 46h, 1749- 

2 1 

The Happineſs of Nations ; 

While thy Honour graces, 

Aud Worth, a gives to Places, 

chold 2 


While 


( 122 ) 
While Wan, and Pracer, alike confeſs 


bad -f and Addreſs, 
Euzors fav'd from Paussta , 
For Ill diſpell d, which all the Ranks 
Could ne er repair of Russ:a. 
While BzrrToxs in Try Virruss boaſt, 
What Roms, in dying Fanrvus loſt; 
But! need we antient Story ? 
T' ilhiftrate JusTrcn, Honour, Sens, 
Undiaſs d Turn, —— Benevolence, 
(O, Laccs ! thy greateſt Glory.) 
Since recent to our wond'ring E 
9 ea live — 
Perſuaſive Wisnom, Wrr to pleaſe, 


As fleady Vin run, Eaſe, 
As erſt adorn'd old Rows. 


vouchſafe t' accept theſe Lays, 
ich Gratitude to Worth ſhall raiſe ; 
Far had I Hosaes' Pen, 
Thou my Mena fure ſhould” be, 
Since all Mankind with me agree, 

To hail thee firſt of Men. 


© Mr. Ambaſſador in the Yer 
. Legge went to Preſſia, 


SONG CL. 


EnclanDs ALartun- Brit; , Give wt 
as GrBRALTAR 


Tune, Cone, and bfen to my Ditty. 


ALE her and clad i I 
PE 


From 


(123) 


From Skies, Arzierz Gevrus frowning, 

Thus her injur'd Sons addrefs'd : 

How will Barrows fink in Story ! 
Dup d alike in Pzacz and Wa! 
|  Fled"s our Trave, eclips'd our Groar, 
Should we give up Gibs altar. 
This reſtor'd to a Nation, 
Bouznon Sway, 
Fanxcu and Syanrsn Fleets united, 

Eunors mult their Flag obey ; 
Theſe bold Fleets in diff rent Oceans, 

* 2 
May, combin'sd, infult Avevsra , 

Loſt our Darling Gibraltar. 

Fd in razr, the Bouznons . 

Lenox will our exclude, 
Scorn'd our various 

Fazncuner foon will theirs intrude. 
Then the Alena, who court us, 

Will no Exct13n Veſſel ſpare; 
Loſt the Port to vend their Prizes, 
| Should we part with Gibraltar. 
Yielded this important Harbour, 

All our Tus Trade, adicu ! 
Poar- Manon muſt its Maſter, 
Gone th ITatian Traffic too ! 
. Fagzucn and Syanrsu Veſſela, 

us 
d away our Gibraltar. 


_ ITY 


Monarchs wi a 
G 2 


* Landon, 4 Bus Carle and Dan Phily. 


(124) 
SubjeRt to the Laws of Nr, 
A new Trazsz, "twould ſhine a Star, 
But vita Governors have curſt it; 
Such would give up Gibraltar. 


Lo! the of foul 
Ly 1 q 
boon the Taues may want in Freedom 
1 Taurn be dang rous found. 
| — ExcLix !) check thoſe Evils ! 
Fam'd Carz-BazrTor's gone beware? 
Woopas Snoss you'll furely put on, 
If you give up 


G Pile aſcending, 
— thonknd Sap will bac 
Dear bought Arts Afliſtance 
F-—c W——ks for to gaze. 
High in Air, whilſt Millions, 

PaitLas whirl around 1 


This fam'd Rock (the antient Catys) 
HzsnxcuLlss did fiercely feize : 
Nrrzen Sakon, when reign'd Anna “, 

Brav'd its Cliffs with equal Eaſe. 
_— — 


me, ev'ry gen r 

2 
would give up Gibraltar. 

See in Faancs our Honovun bleeding, 
As eur HosTacss appear! 

| word mach 

Nee diſgnac's acraazy Year! 

® Gibraher was taken under Sir George Reed, in 2704- 


Steuld 


The tender Moννα 8 no more 
ate 3; 


( 126 ) 
Glad Hruzs lights the Nuptial Fi yo 
And Lovs inclines the Fain, 

With other Sons and other Sires, 
Theſe Loſſes to repair. 
No more Runs ion's curs'd Alarms 
Sud Gs bikes Qow'; 

Before ILLJaM's ing Arms 
Then welcome Mirth and Jollity, 

yo rightly Duace and Song ; 
Free Wit, and looſe-rob'd Reveky, 
And let the chearful Health go round, 
in . 25 faced Name; uitnas 

- Jmmortal Casan's Fame. 

Who bids this Tide of Blifs to flow, 
And ev'ry Sorrow ceaſe ? 

This Tide of Bliſs to Pzacs we owe, 
And Catan gives us Pracs. 


SONG CLII. 
Ruoprus i Dutta, * to draw ber a 


Aid, a Roſe I'll trace, 


ITH Draa 
W. A Roſe ſupremely fair 


Sloe-black Eye, 
With which = us'd to write. 
Thus furniſh'd, tho” Skill be weak, 
Dl duce the Tak purſue, = 
The Roſe's modeft Hue. With 


+: ( 127 ) 
With Sweetneſs to endue the Flower, 
PII next your aflail ; | 
Your Kiſs with new has Pow'r | 
To ſcent Aznanra's Gale. 


But be the Piece imperſect fill, 
Nor let my DzLi1a's Scorn 

With Frowns, unaſk' d, the Taſk fulk!, 
And give the Roſe its Thorn. 


SONG CTI. 
11 Love, + how cog 


Darts! 
ſmall his Reſpect of Hearts ! 
| roy wh >< ped Cobler ſhall wince, 
And now from a Dunghil! he wounds a great Prince. 
At C—— fach a Rarce ſhow never was ſeen-a ; 
Ho! the pretty Maznor, and Madam Carun- 


TIF Y! 


From Savor came Manran this C to win, 
Her Cloathing was Lindſey, and her Skin; 
With Action full waggih, ihe lk from her 
And her Make the ground, as 8 Chandler pine. 
as a 
Oatmeal ; Wie 
At Ct ſuch a Raree-how never was feen-a; 
Ho! the pretty Manor, and Madam Carns- 


in! 
Unai her Dart, yet moſt it kit, | 
So the C fay, which of are writ 


ds guard well your Hearts cer 


they 
Fer CVrid is wanton, and may have more Tricks. 
At Ct ſuch a Raree-how never was ſeen- a; 
Ho! the 8 MaznxoT, and Madam Carus 
RINA 


G4 SONG. 


( 228 
SONG CLIY. 


4: ODE, occaffencd by reading Mr. Weſt's Tranfe. 
tion of Pimpa nn, by Warton, Racer of 


Wi 


Serophe I. 
. LBION, rejoice! thy Sons a Voice divine 
have heard, | 


( 
| 
| 


(19) 
* As Wreaths for ſome vain Louis Head, 
v Ley 17 — 
more d Lyrics do? | 
of — — and loſt. 
As well might ye compare 
of a wazen Flame, 


Nor Streams in Summer 


(130) 
® And h'm, th' inceſt uous 

| with 2 og mn 

—— xc is Soi 

Ide richeſt Banquet of the enraptur d Mind 


Epode II. 
For not the Breath of balmy Spring, 


Dates to Inu nian Swain, 
Who faintly treads the torrid Plain, 


Cambridge, July r, 1749, at the Infallation of | 

Sis Grace Tuomas Hottes, Duke of Newcaſtle, 

Chancellor of the Univerfiiy ; by Mr. Maſon, | 

Fellow of Pembroke-Hall; fer to Mc by Mr. 

Boyce, Campoſer to bis Majeſty. | 
I. 


RECITATIVE. | 
ERE N22 active Fires diſfuſe, 
—— — Mule ; 

vonder orient Sky, 


— Heer ore Reb of Harmony. 2 


— 


Full on fair Virtue's Shrine he pours the 


1 


each lively-colour's Grace, 
imſon of the Wood Nymph's Face. 
erdure of the Velvet Lawn, 


* 


the bold Sweep of the cœleſtial B . 
tr. 


(132) 
IV 


Ni. But chief the lifts her tuneful Tranſports high, 
W ben te her intellectual Eye 

The mental Beauties riſe in moral Dignity; 

The facred Zeal for Freedom's Cauſe, 

That fires the ing Patriot's Breaſt ; 

The honeſt Pride, plumes the Hero's 


Creſt, 

When for his Country's Aid the Steel he 

draws ; 

Or that, the calm, yet active Heat, 
With which mild Genius warms the Sage's 
To kf fair Science to a lofiier Seat, _ 
Or firetch to ampler Bounds the wide Do- 
: main of Art. - | 
{Fir 3. Theſe, the beſt Bloſſoms of the victuous Mind, 
She culls with Taſte refin'd ; 
From their ambroſial Bloom 
With Bee-like Skill ſhe draws with rich 


Perfume, 
And blends the Sweets all convey 
In the foſt Balm of her milli Lay. 
V. 


Revie. In there = Clime where all theſe Beauties riſe 
In one collected Radiance to her Eyes? 
Is there a Plain, whoſe genial Soil inhales 


"New height trams where Emulation 


( 34 ) 
VIII. 


. 5. O GranTa ! on thy happy Plain 
| Still may theſe Ar ric Glories reign : 


wHar, at aft, doth Prteras find 
That here's no real Joy below? 
A Truth, you once enforc'd fo kind, 
Could it be thought you did not know ? 


'd 


| 


- Dayune can in her 


( 135) 
Age refle&, 
Upon the ſhe has made, 


And ſee at laſt her own Neglect 
Tu, cauſes her to live a Matp. 


_ Youth, by Experience, feels the Woe, 


— — qo 
If not by this, could but know 
Te 7 wes by Love wales. 


SONG CLVE. 


1 
Haſte, bright EL IZA, haſte and bring 
bags = tn ey — 

Let Wreaths his T 
Let Smiles, — 1 — 
2 

Thought expreſs. 


12 4 — ſleep ev'ry Care, 


—_— IT. 


Ana asrus calls, come haſte away, 
To Mirth let's conſecrate the Day, 
With Mirth let's crown the Night. 


SONG CLVII. 


The HERMIT's EMPIRE; 
4 Saryurc ODE, 


I. 


AR 

Oer whom, ev'n Fortune has no Pow'r, 
either raiſe, nor fink me lower, 

Move how foe will. 


F heed not how the World goes round, 1 

— toe oy oc nc 
Blifs is to 

My es My Treaſure there, 


Knowledge 1 but not a Name 
Fometing beſt, yet nothing Clam 


LOU Ooh} 


| 


b 


4 


Y 


Not Wealth or Titles Honour thoſe, 

Who r2:cu a Flame, as Fancy flows; 

But while each Wanton reſtleſs roves, 
Thoſe whom the Charm of Via rums moves, 


Succeſs attends, and Hza v'n approves. 
| - 
SONG CLI. 


| HUS I faidto my Heaxr, in a Pet c 
I kad rather de hang's, than go moping this Way ; 


| 


(138) 
No Throdbings, no Wiſhes, your Moments 
But you fleep ia my Breaſt without Motion or joy. 
When Cn os d me, 'twas ſweeter by half, 
And at Tuais's Wiles, I could oftentimes laugh ; 
Your Burnings and Achings I ſtrove not to cure, 
Tho” one was a JiLT, the other a Worn. * 


When I walk'd up the Mall, or ſtroli d thro” the 
Not a PzTT1coar bruſh'd me but then you cou'd 


beat ; 
Or if bang went the Hoop, againſt Corner or Poſt, 
In the magical Round you were ſure to be loſt. 
obo ogg dd ons 
an, unfallen, never 

Or the Sear of Delight if the Fig Leaf ſhould hide, 
You tempt not my Fingers to draw it aide. 

Is it Caurion, o Dagan, or the Froft — 4 
That inclines you with no more to engage | 
Tell me quickly the Cauſe; for it makes me quite | 


——— 


ro pz FpPp rr 


| 


' 


+ 


n. Trrnnenn— 


Like a Hare ſhe can wind, or hold out with the Fox, | 
And fecure in the Chace, her Purſuers ſhe mocks. 


Ss 2838 


And beheld me a Poor, and my Godaeß a JiLT. 


Next Tuats the Wanton my Wiſhes employ'd, 
And the kind One re pair d what the Cruel deſtroy di 
Like Suaptac I liv'd in a Furnace of Fire, 
But unlike him was icorch'd —_ retire: 


, Þ WZ Chand 


retreated, again to be whole, 
—— 211 i 
Have beheld Face, and command me away. 
member, in hater Flames | may br 
— Folly to aſk for, 5 
n. nor Culex, — 
But a Nymph more provoking than 8 
This faid, os oy => 2m 
Purtirs! thoſe Eyes faw oy 


| © 


'er like a Ghoſt, doth haunt his Mind; 


- | Bur lives ſecure without Defence, 


| What! tho” be file the formy Main, 
Waves foam out their Rage in 
| If Lynra's Sand be travels o'er, 


Or Lad Cp — 


Ill be melted all to Lovn. 
SONG _ 


bend the Woods 
——_ the Floods, '4 


I 


— al the mirthful Meads of Kent, | 
we — _—_— 


Then to the Yirtzes turn d in hafte, 
That in the Heav'ns! 


vod, ' And now, for yon once much lov'd Strand, 
Since GEORGE fo well, his Scales in Hand, 
Supplies my Place below. 


SONG CLXV. 
Gales !—Flow ſoft, ye Rills? 


. 
. 


The woud'rous 


rer 2 
il tie 
: 


8 


1 
The 


© 


Are not fo 


1 
x) 


f 


Sweets exhale, 
on Potty Foo 


Violet, bluſhing Roſe, 


ſpicy Shades when blows, 


tothe 
my PolLy F—, 


Tho” 


d on Inis burning 
tw faffer Zauns Froſt ; 


. 


( 143 ) 


Love, a Stranger to my Breaſt, 
Deny'd me me Reit; 
To charm my Heart, none found a Spell, 
Till Cupid pitch'd on Potty . 


No Time or Place ſhall ever part 
| Her Image from my conflant Heart. 
| Tho” thouſand Perils fhould affail, 

Ta ſmile, and think on PortY . 


SONG CLXVII. b 
oDE for His MA JESTY's BizTu-Dar. 


While Rome, a Cat lefs endear'd, 
Incoll'd, 


_ Thus triamphant Barram 
With greater Truth, ber — 


$ONG CLXIX. 
As Occafional Son eG w the Calebration of His 


MajzsryY's RNarn-Dar, fang at the Glouceſter 
and Thatch'd-houſe Taverns, Sr. James's-fireet, 
November 14, 1750. 
Tune, Old Maids and fuffy Bachelors. 
I. 

puſh about the chearful Glaſs, 
91 about the chearful Glaſs, 

To this ' 
Ne'er mind how fwift the Hours do 
Ne'er mind how ſwift the Hours do 
So we're but briſk and gay. 

* 


AA 


But thou 't not all 
Nor can n thou lien to each plaintive Stram. 
| If genuine Merit can 


(147) 
II. 


Come, here's to Gnenen our Ling, 
ge 
Our Glaſſes fill d——thus let us ring, 


And then replete our Bowl. 
III. 


— 9 
RD. 


To our Preſerver now let's drink ! 
Brave Wiitian—that's his Name ! 
Come, fill your Glaſſes to the Brink, 
| And ſpread around his Fame. 


V. 
SE. 
2 

| a Haxza! Hana Hr 
| SONG CLI. 

To the Memory of Mrs. Luaron. 


Cui r 
1 
our Wailings here 


| 


e 


4e trans, fe jon ao 


(1486) 
ren ; 
pe — 
Why Worth h Ad expire: 
Yee een mem ing Shaft wichtand a” 
remains, drooping to cheer, 
An Of "ring grate!al to her Memory dex. | 


SONG CLEXXI. | 
4 VERNAL SONNET. 


AIL Spring thou brighteſt Seaſon of the 


At thy Arrival Nature failes around, 
The verdant Fields in all their Pride appear, — 
From evt Buſh is heard a pleaſing Sound. 


Quite weary grown of Life's fantaſtic Toys, | 
| ö 

She loves a ſilent Haunt, remote ſrom Noiſe, 
Where Birds melodious warble out their Songs. 


How dull, methinks, the Town's Amuſements ſeem, 
Wu 1 which always there we 


and vaniſh like a Dream, 
E 
tut Much Go they tend © harmoni the Mind. | 


SON G CLXXIL | 
Addreſs to CALITA. | 


O Cara I addreſs my 
1 | The fant of the Vigin Thceng 1 
She was not ſo divine nar fair. 
roly Cheeks and radiant Eyes, 
I view with Wonder and Surprize ; Thy 


— — — 
. 


4 


* 


( 149 ) 
Boſom as it heaves, 
N. Senſe bereaves. 


But oh! alas! thy Charms muſt fade, 
And Earth receive my lovely Maid; 


SONG CLXXIIT. 


An ODE on the melancholy Condition of William 
Death in Newgate. 


Oz 


Once could I 12 's Fire, 
Or round Aox1a's Mount could tread. 
Ah! now, Mzornimes, bow dulkehy Flame? 
Hoa ae is mute, inſipid Mazo's Theme: 

No more ſweet CL1o breathes her Airs divine, 


But Tzarsicnoak prompts the doleful Line. 


II. 


Sausca taught me bew to live, 
Oh! Lucas teach me how to die; 
For while PuakSsALTIA's Laurels 
The ted! engines without © Tigh : 
— Ped wa! Brow, 


( 2150 ) 
HEL 
Fear not, my Soul! a gracious Gop 


Canall thy ty lcens Purpoſe riew 
Jonoven JR ane | 
Cam — _ _ >< 
But oh! wy fury Crime 
Condema thee !—Yes, All gracious of Time} 

It does---Behold how penetential flow 

U ery am 

IV. 

Juſtice has ank'd me with the Dead” 

5 ——_——— is fied, 
et e er each Senſe, Thought 
—— 

to embrace the Blow : _ 
— tremendous Word! 
14 „ 


The rio Precepe, mon 
Inſtructive Fire maturing 


1 — = 


3 and to Pleaſure bred, 

— ane 

ins, ner» mine ovens. — 
VI. 


2 


21525 2 


61561) 


SONG CLXXIV. 
A ODE LYRIC Pera. 
I. 


teeming Brain what Fancies croud ? 


— — 
on » 
And lot the mortal Vapours fly! 


A Guegcian Form, and Gazcian Robe ſhe wear: 


To Fields, where —— noun 
And tragrant Laurels play, 
With Fruits uriguous, and with Flowrets gay. 


II. 


Well thy Grace divine I know, 
Tuneful - Parent of the Lyre, 
Who didſt on favoured Tuts beſtow 
The Patriot, whoſe poetie Fire 
On ever Odes the Ot vurte Victors grav'd, 
Ard his dates Lend fees — G86 
Who to Mzxcznas' and Aucusrus' Friend, 
Thy poliſt'd Influence didſt extend, 
And from Poverty and Shame 
Vindicate one Poet's Fame. 


III. 
Ceaſe, ah! fweet Deluſion, ceaſe 
**. 
* . 4 X 


Occafioned by a young Lady's returning a Gentleman's 
— Letter. 
Real Paſſion, Love fincere, Ard 


| ( 153 ) 
And receiv'd againin Heav'n 
For his wretched Treatment here: 


RAL Love to hear him deign'd. 
Quick adown the God deſcending, 
Pleas'd, beheld his Vocary's Maid, 


— — —— - 


„„ So thy 


And his Choice commending, 
Ueno his Coale ws plead, 


How could little Cue tell? 
Handled him with no good ing; 
Far from her ſhe bid him : 


«+ Bid thy Slave his Paſſion bind. 
—— 
- Hae Ot ir ten 

Love on Earth can find no Place. 


„ Real Paſſion's quite diſcarded, 
6s To deceittul Phan ry hie, 

Flame may be rewarded—"* _ 
Wav'd his Wings— he ſought the Sky. 
Real Love but once 
Thus we fee in length of 

L»**", ſelf not friending, 

Who can ſay Decen's a Crime? 


| | Hs; SONG 


(14) 


SONG CLEXXVI 
Jeferibed to the Hen. S4 PETER WARREN, 
Knight of the Bath. 
r 
(The Friend of Li and Human. kind) 
Permits his anxious Breaſt to be at Peace, 
1 And in himſelf his own Reward to find. 
Or Kings to flatter, or the Sons of Kings, 


Let others ftludy ———wZarxiyY to be azAr. 
Tauss Gaza rns ever mult itſelf create: 


While, from th' exalted Mind's ſweet Echo, ſprings 
| An Extaly which nothing can abate. a 
This Happineſs, (to Wiſdom known 
Rr. 
” And leave to thoſe the gaudy Farce of State, 
And are with empty Pageantry elate. 
frown'd, 


When horrid War with angry Viſage 


"Twas then the Hero's martial Fire was prov'd, 


| Now Peace no lefs has render'd him belov'd, 
Has made the Patriot's Zeal no leſs renown'd, 


By Liberty's coleftial Impulſe mov'd. 


Son of Barr eſpouſe her Cauſe, 
1 gherions Champion land. 
invites 


Whoſe valu'd or fond Applat. 


to the Patriot's Mind, 


4 


( 155 ) 
Let others from their Titles borrow Fame, 
ERIT'S more gy 
New Luſtre beam, and brighter Charms diſplay. 
Thus humbly free from Envy and from Care, | 
My is, to fing the Man, 
_ Whoſe Punic Virtues—all with Wonder ſcan, 
Whoſe Pzarvartz are to ev'ry Boſom dear, 
That e'er has ſtudy d their harmonious Plan. 


SONG CLXXVIL 


£ Parayhraſe on the 24th Ode of Hosen, eccafioned 
by the Death of the Duke of Richmond, and ad- 
4 d to the Hon. Admiral Townsend. 


H! who from Grief unbounded can refrain, 
That fo belov'd an Obje& does deplore ! 
Aft, Mztroment, the mournful Strain, 
Ard with a Note that's ſweetly fad, explain 
Our juſt Concern for him who breathes no more: 


Oh! R:icunmonp! who can help the flowing Tear? 
. Farewel, ici i 


Tho' Myriads fcarce the fatal Stroke ſuſtain, 
You, Sir, are doom'd to feel it moſt ſevere ; 
But, ſtill, alas ! "tis bootlefs to complain; 
Your Virtues plead with Heav'n, but plead in vaio, 
To keep a Treaſure, which it cannot ſpare. 
Sweet were our Verſe, beyond the ® Turacian's 
True ta fuck Tranſports on th' aſtoniſh'd Ear? 
And drew with Charms the Hf ning Woods along! 
| Open:. Anmioſt 


The incomparable ORINDA; 


| Upon perufing ber Poems, Auguit 14, 1780. 


I. 


Exizn's Grotto's, fragrant 


2 


ROM 


Pattern of our Race ! 


! Glory ! 


dat in Senſe divine! 


. 


8 


Vet - hilſt it does our Praiſe inſpire, 
Proclaims our Praiſes, poor. 


Preſumptuous Wiſh : thy Hand reſtrain, 
rr 
* bri 
py nn na 


Burſt on us with impetuc 
When the rapt Soul with Joys ſo full, 
How i our hi Praiſe ? 
in vain wou'd find a Vent, 
we veiw with mute Amaze ? 
Tue ſubtleſt Forms of Speech grow dull, 


| "And Silence is maſt eloquent. 


SONG CLXXIN. 
LIDE on ye ſwift Moments with volatile Wing, 
And roll in a Circle around the gay Ring ; 


22 my Sweet · heart with Rapture I'l 
Of Joy and of Rapture the Source and the Spring, 
| And a pretty jeu- g Lad is my hi. 


He's 


4 mw 
He's milder than eee le. —_ 
And warbles his Lovz in ſo meltig 
Methinks I could hear him all band all Day. 
: ; And a pretty, &c. 


Reclin'd on his Boſom as oft-times I lie, 
He ſtarts and looks tender, then heaves a deep 
Thus bleft with my Fr, ye Gops ! I cou'd die, 
Thus blef too, I anſwer, ye Gops! focou'd I. 
— 8 bs. 
Let Cos her Cor x' good Nature 4 
And Jznuy with Jocxzr make vocal the 


Whene'er my dear Shepherd on the Green 
The Choir — on 


They all ſtand ey =o ney Ys 


And I am ſcarce Fondneſs to ſcreen ! 


Hans @ pretty, fe, 
See Pharbus bright Sparkler is on the Decline, 
= — mingled with 


We the Ross, and Wocnar, 
An odorous Wreath for my Deareſt to twine. 
| And a pretty young Lad is my Junnav. 
SONG CLXXX. 
4 C4NTATA. 
Recit. 
HE Queen of Nighc wha her rdiant Thi, 


T2 n 
(Piercing the pracul Silence wich her Sigho) 


A 


( 160”) 


SONG CLXXXI. 


MUSETTE. 

LL ye foſter Pow'rs join 
Cold AminTa's Heart to move, 
Every String that wakens Loves ! 
Send her yielding to my Arms, 

Fraught with all that Lovsz inſpires ;- 
rn 

To aſſwage my Deſires. 
MINUET. 


She laughs at his Folly, defpiſes his Suit, 
And preſents him the Title of Mascurtixs Baurts, 
But ſhould a ſmooth Stripling with Hat Kaves- 


nut ra, 
Judgment had doom'd raZTrr 


Whom Ladies of 
Fseiiow, 


r or 


Attack 


( 16x ) 

! Attack the coy 0 diflolv's, 

| She'd own that his Beauty her had involv'd. 
With Nonſenſe he woes her, ſhe quickly complies, 

Alarm'd by his Diction, his CoaT, or tis Exzs ; 

with Ardour, at the fond Maid 

Tan and betray'd. 

Then let not, ZzLmpa, an Eye be the Charm, 

Nor a Face like Avon, your Boſom alarm; 

For Nature to Faces proves often unkind, 

While Prudence and Wiſdom illumine the Mind. | 


2 SONG CLXXXIM. 


| FF EPHYRS ſpread your purple Pinnions 3 
| Tune FLorsLLA's 


to Lo vs = 


Haſte, oh! haſte, hor b4 = os 
Haſte to each 


With — — 5, bn, awe By 
0 — 7 __ Mar. 
3 
244 Neck and Breaſt; 


e ſend a Dart, 
To the Fair-One's Heart, 


And procure my laſting Reſt. 


SONG CLXXXTV. 


HE Lark her early Mattins thrill'd 

| Melodious o'er the verdant Lawn ; 
„ While all around the Welkin ſmil' d, 
And bluſhing hail'd the roſy Morn. When 


( 162) 
Come whiling o'er the tne Plain. 


He paus'd, and thus with Rapture 
Was ever Mortal bleſt as I! * 


To Liberty my Soul ally 
Shall eve? Female Former defy * | 
From Fair to Fair, I'll ever range, Je 
And build my Happineſs on Change. 
While Srazrnon, ford deluded Youth, 
For Curos but all in vain ; 
She ſcorns his and Truth, | 
And doubles (with her Frowns) his Pain. 
ButT a to the Smart, 


When Corum in « 


Alas ! the Swain with Rapture 

What Pain is this my Heart endures ? 
The Gon of Lovs aloft replies, 
_ A Pain which none but Purttrs cures. 
He ſtrait the Lover y Nymph addreft, 
And all his tender Flame conſeſ d. 
But ſhe with Eyes of ſcorn, beheld 
ing at her Feet ; 


8 * * 


\ 


Jn vain Pleaſure, 
Ded by my Cx12a, Fd aſk it of you. 


( 163) 


SONG CLXXXV. 


H! how ſhall I flifle a Paſſion fincere, 
Kind Vauvs inftruft me, and caſe all my Cate, 
i diſtaſteful I ſue, 


If I fly to the Grove where ſweet Harmony reigns, N 


Or where Lovaiy Rea adorns the gay Plains; 


The Concord tranſportive that rings from the Grove, 
With Froza's fot Odours, revive my fond Lovs. 
If to Parks or Ridotos I repair, 
Where Beauties ParTEZRAS, 
- In all that s LovsLY my Cara 1 find, | 
Each Beauty renews her dear Form in my Mind. 


If but cloſes 


an wry dr yrtgre ery, | 
Then Carta, bright Vi receive a fond Youth, 
Whoſe Paſſion fprings only Virtue and Truth; 


Nor let Shame or Folly your Condust 
For Virtue ſeems faireſt, when tinftur"d with Lovz. 


62640 
The Senn Choir plume their Wi 

In Pairs now feek the Grove ; "> 
Welcome to thee, pleas'd Nature fings, 


All Harmony and Lovs. 

Let Winrza then his Haazior boaſt, 

Let fruitful AuTuun bring his Toaſt, 
Their ev'ry Nymph ectipe'd they'll for 
— — thee, 
e 

SONG CLXXXVIL. 
— 1 
thus that 3 

ä er Sex, | 
could you think againſt 
Nee 

How could you brand me with the Name 
oY exons Whmen-neves 7 

When Malice the venom'd Tongue, 
Or Vice the Fair, 

I bluſh to ſee their ſhameful Guilt, 
Let from Reproach forbear. 

If wrong'd in Love by faithlef Man, 
cron Hear, en comin 

My Eye, 

. 

To fip 


Did not my Eyes my Flame confeſs ; 
And need my Tongue impart, 
Thy Form is ever in my Mind! 


Thy Name is on my, Heart. 


| 


2 — — 


( 165 ) 
SONG CLXXXVIN. 


HEN Jovs had ſeen Bztinpa's Charms, 
He felt a pleaſing Smart; 


| The Son of Vunxus he'd throw down 


Hearing theſe Words, with great sene 
| Boy to Paynos flew ; 
Like Drops of Morning Dew ; 
What means thy Grief ? the Goddeſs cry'd, 
ä Son ? 8 
rchin reply 8 
Alas! I am undone. 
I from Or xrurus muſt depart, 
At angry Jovs's Command ; 
I ſtruck him with a Dart) 
Unto ſome unknown Land. 
| She ſaid, my Child, pray be at Reft, 
R 
down upon BaTLiInDa's Breaft, 
[ You'll find a Hzav's there. 


\ SON G CLXXXIX. 


Y various Charms the God of Loves, 
To chain my Heart had often ſtrove, 
By various Charms, &c. 


* 


266) 


Piqu'd at Heart fo 
D. 


—— — Ee. 
mi d on the Prize, 


The following woas written n @ Maids fetting Firs ts 


a 
ITTY, a fair, but frozen Maid, 7 
Kindled a Frans I 1 
un' Dor, * | call'd for Aid, bo 
3 7 


— —— 
| ® Chimney Sweeper. 


* 


(167) 

= propitious to my Prayer, 
11 

| From Earth I faw him mount in Air, 

And foon he clear'd with dextrous Care, 

| The bitter Relicks of my Flame. 


To Krrrr, SaLitY now ſucceeds, 

Who kindles flow, but laſting Fires ; 
—— 9 ; 

. | Vhileev'sy a Viftim bleeds, 

' To ſatiaſy my warm Defires. 


„ by what T what 
r 
| Cuyp and nz are not the ſame, 


E 


» 


( 168 ) 
Nor Paros Mien could charm, 
Nor * ny awful Preſence warm, 
ELLA's Syren Tongue, 
Nor S$TzLta's, &c. 


id that's coy 
To find the Maid that's coy. 


SONG CXCIIL | 
Breath of Mar, 


My wand'ring Steps were ſoft and ſlow; 


iſper reach'd my Ear, 
el 
IT li ned, and | 


ſo coy ? 
wy canſt thou ſtill fo cruel prove? 


« To live a Stranger to the Joy, 


* Why, Srazruon, wilt thou 
That Suit fo vain, fo oft 

Tu Vine bids, I cannot det; 

' A foſter, gentler Voice reply'd. 


8 in the 
Acroſs the Field where Daiſies grow, 
here Violets bloom afide the Way, 


| 

| 
| 
. 


« The blooming Joys that wait on Lovs. 
— 


Vieus 


4 
| 


| 


Tu Virtue's Cauſe to help the Poor, 
« Relieve and pity the Dilliref'sd ; 

«+ Then let me ſuc in vain no more, | 
++ But lull my Cares on Dut 14's Breaſt. 


A oft this, | 2 
1 'ds Taſk conſeſ ds. » 


The Swain's juſt 
| A gentle Murmur, and a Ki, 
| Compleating filent all the reft. 
But buſh, my Muſe, nor tell, I ween, . 
Whate'er I had not Pow'r to fee ; 


For Troch, there was a Hedge between 
so WW. 


H barer, youngeſt Child of Thoughts. ; ; 


Whom once a nameleſs Father goty”* © 


i Charms, . 


'L 
(170) 
Pleaſure, Hope, and Pain, In 


4 White rot unconquer'd Tyrant reign. T 
”  IJnconftant Gop, on Wings of Air, 
* I ſrethee flutt ring here ; 


ew ark in Fravia's Iv'ry Neck, 
ite in Dzzia's dimple Cheek 
- Bedeck the on Curos's Ear, 
The filken Tye of Cxtia's Hair: 
_—_— beneath Canmiiia's Eyes, 
haughty STrEPHON fighs and dies. 
See, won by THEE, the roving Swain, 
Who laugh'd at Lov long bouled Chain, 
Thinks homely STzLLA all divine, 
F Whoſe ev'ry Charm and Grace is rn: 
Een hoarſe Fiavsrta's Voice can 
When Farxcy mingles with the Sound; 
"Then not to BeauTY's Pow'r we owe, 
But Twixz alone, our Blifs or Woe. 


SONG CXCV. 


Scend, fair Nymph, to BZaurr's Throne, 
And rule that radiant World aloae ; 

Fay'rites take the lower 
Not Monarchs are thy Rivals here. 


" The Court of Bx aur v, built ſublime, 
Defies all Pow'r but Hzav'n and Vines. 

Euvr that clouds the Hero's Sky, 

Aims but in vain ber Spite fo high. 

Not Buanxnar's Field, nor DaxuBz's Flood, 

—— 48 in Gatti Blood, ji 

Torp from the Foe, give nobler Grace 

TeC Cavacnii's Hioaſe, than SyzncER's Face. 


Tio Cp to — 3 
% Faints at her Preſence in Deſpair, ” 
And owns th inimitable Fair. 


SONG CXCVL 
To Mi HaRtor's Favorite Squirrel. 


A. little Dancer, us d to flray, 
Oer Hansor 's Charms in active Play, 
And wanton with the Fair ; 


7 The Gifts ſhe throws away ; * 
{ben logs , 
il Trend Ten ep —8 


. all their Art, 


By which their Want of Senſe is ſhown, 


4 — =. 


SONG CXCVHLI. 
0 with that of Lovs, I cou'd han the 
Alarms, 
Far I dread the ſtern Conqueror's Art; 


i$ fokeft the 


